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I've wandered midst the summer flowers. 

And by the sounding sea, 
I've sought to tune my early lyre 

To Nature's nielody. ..* 
And if within the lowliest heart, 

I wake an echpihgVstring; 
Then, not in vain the wilding notes, 

The simple wreaths I bring. 
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♦ The Wife of Robert, Duke of NoRMANDT,sucked 
the poison from the wound of her husband w hile he 
slept — he lived — she died. 
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SIBILLA. 




LEEP upon the camp of warriors, 
Like a magic spell is shed ; 

And the mighty Norman army, 
Seems a city of the dead. 

Save a rustling hither, thither. 
On the young upspringing grass ; 

^Tis the sentries' measured footsteps. 
As around the camp they pass. 

^Neath that flag so proudly waving. 

Fluttering in the midnight air, 
Sits a pale and drooping watcher, — 

Sits a watcher pale and fair. 
Sleep what recks thy strong dominion. 

Love can break thy deepest spell ; 
He, the young, the brave, is nearing, 

That dark land where spirits dwell. 

B 
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There she sits all sad and lonely/ 

Pillowing his noble head^ 
On her breast whose wild emotions. 

In her features may be read ; 
While a tear drop brightly glistens. 

On the marble brow beneath. 
As she stoops her head and listens. 

For each faint and flick^riog breath. 

Then she gazes on the sleeper. 

While before her slowly rise, 
Visions of the past and future. 

Of lifers brightest holiest ties. 
And she thinks — ^that bowed young spirit, 

Thinks as only women do. 
Whose whole life is one devotion. 

One self-ofifering — pure and true ; 

How in one bright haze of beauty. 

All the past before her lies ; 
How she loved his coming footsteps. 

How she watched his changeful eyes. 
He was stem, and proud, and haughty. 

But from out her hearths deep love. 
She a veil for all his errors. 

Brightness for his virtues wove. 
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Then the future passed before her 

Trembling ; could she meet an hour 
When she might not watch beside him. 

In the camp^ or lordly tower. 
In the battle, in the fortress. 

On the land, or on the sea, 
" Death is treasure — death is welcome, 

Life no living without theeJ 
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Thus she whispers, but no tear-drop 

Moistens now her wild, bright eye ; 
" No — I cannot live without thee, 

Robert — ^lord, thou shalt not die. 
May the life-blood flush thy temples, 

And the chills of death be mine. 
May thy pulse beat strong and fervent, 

Robert — ^lord, my life is thine. '^ 

Back — she tosses back the tresses 

That overhang her peerless bi'ow ; 
And a sweet smile lights her featureji;, 

Sibilla ! what dost thou now ? 
For with firm and steady purpose, 

From her gentle, faithful breast, 
Calmly she removes the sleeper. 

On a cushion soft to rest. 

B 2 
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And those lips^ o^er which, in girlhood^ 
Smiles of sunniest lustre grew ; 

Soon from out that wound so deadly^ 
All the subtle poison drew. 

Then she laid her down beside him. 

Laid her down and watched for death. 
While the hours sped on, and stronger 

Grew her lord^s reviving breath. 
And when morning tinged the heavens 

And the camp was all astir. 
He was found amongst the living ; 

Death had set his seal on her. 

AUTUMN. 

ORNING arose, the zephyrs sighed ; 
Children of yon deq), rose-clad sky, 
And many a lovely floweret died. 
The gems of nature^s beauty high. 

'^ Oh, tell me, Indian maiden, tell. 

Why bearest thou those flowers away ? 

My lily has forgot the smile 
That lighted erst her bridal day. 
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'' And, oh, the blush that to my rose 
Such eloquence of beauty gave. 

Has fled now, at thy dread approach. 
Her life and love are in the grave. 

" ^ Young lover of the woodland pearls,^ 
Sweetly to me, she made reply, 

' Spring shall restore each fairy gem. 
When her light breezes softly sigh/ 

'^ ' Then weep no more, the gift is mine. 
From Winter^s hand to guard each gem. 

That when the queenly Spring returns 
They may adorn her diadem/ '^ 



VOICES OF THE WINDS. 

NORTH WIND. 

^P COME from the reefs of the ice-bound pole, 
j; And my locks are crisped and bare, 

I^ve powdered them weU, from its snowy 
drifts, 
I have breathed its chilling air. 
I shall steal the song from the jocund stream. 

And the life from the Autumn flower ; 
And the leafless trees I shall proudly deck. 
Like wreaths for a bridal bower. 
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SOUTH WIND. 



I come from the land where the cloudless skies 

Are bathed with a living glow ; 
I bear that life on my radiant wings, 

In my breath, wherever I go. 
Sweet blossoms, and flowerets, and fruits arise. 

At the touch of my rosy mouth. 
And earth looks up in a glad surprise, 

I come from the sunny South, 

EAST WIND. 

I come from the dreary sandy plains, 

Where no vegetation smiles ; 
I dash the waves on the lonely shores 

Of ocean^s unnumbered Isles ; 
I send the leaves from the bowing tree. 

At my presence stem they nod ; 
And the tender flower, from its root uptorn, 

Sinketh beneath the sod. 

WEST WIND. 

I come from the isles where the palm-trees soar ; 

And birds of plumage rare 
Sail on the breast of some limpid lake, 

Or float in the fragrant air. 
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All gladness^ and freedQin^ and light are mine^ 

Pm the wind the bards love best, 
I cradle the buds of their infant muse, 

Pm the laughing wind of the West. 

FAREWELL. 

AREWELL ! Hath sin to earth then 

given, 
A word that ne'er was heard in heaven ? 
A word that stops young friendship's breath, 
And sets on love a seal like death. 

Farewell ! It is the early bier, 
Of many a hope long cherished here. 
It can our present bliss destroy. 
And blight the future's dream of joy. 

Farewell ! Upon the stage of life, 
Love, hope and bliss are only rife. 
The first farewell doth drop between, 
The heart, and all that fairy scene. 

Oh, ever in this vale of tears. 
Some requiem soundeth in our ears, 
May we within that fair land dwell. 
Unshadowed by that sad, " Farewell." 
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BUEIAL AT SEA. 

, WEET evening lulled the weary world to rest. 
Night o^er that rest dream-woven curtains 
drew. 
And moonbeams trembling o'er the tranquil deep 
Stippled a pathway to the bounding blue. 

O'er the calm tide a peerless vessel glides^ 
Soft breezes wanton with the pennons fair; 

And all is stillness ; all is deep repose ; 
Nor joy, nor sorrow, seem to linger there. 

And yet all fair, all lovely as that scene. 

Death has been there, to steal from youthful 
bloom. 
The breath that pulsed the heart, and nerved the 
limb. — 
' Another victim for yon mighty tomb ! 

He lay in winding-sheet— that fair young boy, 
No mother's kiss upon his cold lips now; 

No sister's gentle hand to part the locks 
That shadowed o'er the marble of his brow. 
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And yet not all deserted sleeps he there. 

For see — the rude, rough sailors gently raise 

The linen from his face, with tear-dimmed eyes 
Once more upon his lovely smile to gaze. 

Once more ; before the parting waves receive 
To their embrace, that form of princely mould; 

Oncemore; before that drear splash strikes the 
ear. 
Curdling the fiery blood of brave and bold. 

But duty, unrelenting calls away. 
Full tenderly and solemnly they cast 

The lifeless body to the yearning grave. 
Then watch each circling ripple, stem, aghast. 

Far, far away, in some sweet island home, 
A mother fondly watches day by day; 

Love lendeth leaden pinions to the hours ; 
So slowly do they seem to pass away. 

But while she kneeleth with those tearful eyes. 
Waking to pray — when happy mothers sleep ; 

The waves close o'er her absent sailor boy; 
And he is cradled in the cruel deep. 



ii 
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^^HE WAS ASLEEP/^ 




E sleepeth, but his heart is still awake^ — 
Not to the angry waves that round them 

break, — 
But, to the anguished cry, " Oh, Master 



save/^ 



His power and love a ready answer gave. 

His '' Peace be still,^^ breathed forth upon the air. 
Hushes their fury to the calm of prayer. 
And His rebuke a holy awe imparts. 
To the rapt wonder of their grateful hearts. 

Oh, Saviour, when lifers many billows rise. 
And hide Thy presence from our weeping eyes. 
And when its joys too much our spirits fiU, 
Whisper to every bosom, ''Peace be still/^ 
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LIFE AND REST. 

|HE human heart is an idol shrine^ 

A wayward, wandering thing. 
To the fading, beautiful wrecks of time. 

Do its fragile tendrils cling. 
Though ever, and ever, and ever again. 
Its self-built nest is stirred. 
It will pluck the down till the life-blood flows 
To rest itself here, poor bird. 

To rest, notwithstanding the clouds of morn, 

The heat of the noontide ray ; 
The dragging years of the aged one. 

The slow but the sure decay. 
To rest — Oh, that word has no meaning here. 

In this world of sin and strife ; 
The mixture strange of smiles and tears. 

In the thing that we call life. 

Are "life^^ and "rest" but the false mirage ? 

Or the poet^s lovely dream ? 
Or the dancing light on the foliage bright ? 

Or the shade on the rippling stream ? 
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Oh, noj there is "life^' — ^there is glorious '^rest. 

Where no angry tempest lowers. 
But the "life^' does notcome, or the '^rest^^ remain. 

In this changeful world of ours. 

Then lonely and longing human heart. 

Go bathe in lifers only fount. 
That from Jesus flows; then on Faith^s pure wing. 

To the heavenly mansion mount. 
And a rest — ^yea, a "rest*^ remaineth there, 

For the chosen sons of God ; 
For the bride the Saviour has bought on earth. 

With his own most precious blood. 

TIME. 

IME is a cloud that skirts. 
The boundless, trackless sky 
Of dim Eternity. 
It melts into the azure space, 
And seems to leave no vivid trace 
That mortal man may see. 

The sunbeams of our joys. 

Fierce through this fragile cloud. 
And with a gloomy shroud. 
Our sorrows clothe it till it droppeth tears, 
A dreary sea, to waft the numerous biers 
Where ghostly spectres crowd. 
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Time is a leaf outblown 

That danceth here and there^ 
That playeth in mid air ; 
Now on the waters of untold delight^ 
And now the victim of a goblin sprite^ 
Men call Despair. 

Time is an anthem grand. 

Whose notes shall vibrate still. 
Filling the silence of the spheres 
With echoes of departed years. 
Eternity to fill. 

Oh, Time ! we may not see 

Thy features, stem or sweet ; 
But — ^may the hours that winged fly, 
Strength for all future need supply, 
And not, like buried treasures, lie 
Beneath our feet. 
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EARLY MEMORIES. 

HE details of our early years, 

Enveloped in a mist must lie ; 
Memory but points us to their biers, 
Strewed with some flowers that cannot die. 

Within that dreary resting place, 
That cemetery called " The Past," 

The halcyon hours of childhood sleep, 
That were too beautiful to last. 

And Time, that gentle memory spares. 
He would not place his sickle there. 

With kindly smile he bids it live. 
He must the lovely floweret spare. 

Oh, memory ! thou glorious gift. 

The breeze that fans the opening flowers. 

Can never, never be as sweet 

As thy bright tale of bygone hours. 
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MARIE ANTOINETTE'S FAREWELL TO 

THE DAUPHIN. 

FAREWELL, my noble boy. How calm thy 
sleep I 

Thy low, light breathing musically falls 
On my wrecked heart, as brooklets murmur by 

Some ruined tower's time-desolated walls. 
Be love's last sacrifice, to let thee sleep. 

Nor gaze once more into thy soul-lit eye, 
Nor feast mine ears with thy soft rippling voice. 
Thrilling with memories of hours gone by. 



Farewell, my noble boy. I may but press 

One burning kiss upon thy fair young brow ; 
The fountain of my tears has long since ceased 

To throw its troubled waters up — but thou 
Must weep, and gazing through the prison^s 
gloom. 

Thy wistful eyes shall search for me in vain ; 
Death hath no horrors that can chill my soul 

Like this, the thought of thine awakening pain. 
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Farewell, my noble boy. Life seems but short 

To breathe out all the love that I would pour 
Into thy fresh young spirit ; yet that love 

Shall greet thee, little stricken one no more. 
God, of almighty power, protect my child, 

Thy promise to the infant race fulfil ; 
Let him on seraph^s wings to heaven be borne. — 

Now for the guillotine — crushed heart be still. 

EIGHTEEN FIFTY-SIX. 



SAW a fairy vessel 
Upon its launching day; 
^Twas fraught with many a joyous hope, 
And decked with streamers gay. 
But diverse were the forms that oft 

Upon its decks appeared. 
And very aged was the man 
Who that fair vessel steered. 

Four lovely maids at different times. 

Within that ship I saw ; 
And a man, whose visage, stem and grave, 

Filled my young breast with awe. 
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A sickle in his hand he grasped^ 

And oft in sunny hours^ 
He snatched away — relentlessly 

Lifers fairest^ choicest flowers. 

And the aged steersman — at his side^ 

An hour-glass always stood^ 
The young on board oft looked at it. 

With gay and laughing mood. 
And as they older grew, alas ! 

They cared not how it stole, 
For mirth, atid gladness hemmed them round, 

With the vesseFs giddy roll. 

And the captain, — ah ! he often sighed. 

Over that lovely crew ; 
For some — some heeded not his voice. 

His voice so grave and true. 
And the stern man with the sickle sped 

Upon his dreaded way ; 
The young, the old, the fair, the loved. 

Too soon became his prey. 

And in the log-book — written there. 

Was every deed and thought. 
That passed in that ship^s company. 

With joy and sadness fraught. 
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But see ! the river narrow grows. 

The ocean's spread before, 
And the ship must enter on its tide. 

Returning never more. 

And another river floweth there. 

Leading to that same sea. 
And the crew in gladness enter it. 

With song and reveby. 
But the Captain sighed, and pitied them, 

4nd the steersman shook his head. 
And pointed to the fairy bark. 

That to the ocean sped. 

■• 

None seemed to mourn that vessel frail. 

Or weep the hour-glass' fall. 
None seemed to think the sickle e'er. 

Might come upon them all. 
Oh, Captain of that fair frail bark. 

Round which the billows roar, 
Guide us in safety ever, till 

The sea shall be no more. 
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LEAVES. 

H I the freshness of the leaves^ 
I Whispering in the breeze; 

Many-shaded; many-formed^ 
Pukes of the trees ; 
Whisper they the welcome story. 
Of a future Summer^s glory, 
Oh ! what rapture stealeth o'er me. 
At such sounds as these. 

Oh ! the murmur of the leaves. 

Through the summer hours. 
Dancing in the radiant Ught, 

Bending 'neath the showers. 
Depths of gloom, where sunbeams never 
Peep the massive bloom to sever. 
Lights where gleam the blue skies ever, 
Or the storm cloud lowers. 

Oh ! the richness of the leaves 

In the Autumn prime. 
Bearing in their tinted ripeness 

All the spoils of Time. — 
Bringing in their gentle sighing 
Tidings that the year is dying, 
That its last fair hours are flying 

On their dewy rime. 

o2 
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Oh i the falling of the leaves^ 

Sorrowful and drear ! 
Beautiful in their decaying^ 

Drawing forth the tear ! 
Yet the graceful branches soaring. 
Heedless of the wild blasts roaring. 
Tell of early spring restoring 

Treasures buried here. 

" EIGHTEEN-FIFTY-NINE/' 

yS^HE Autumn winds came sighing 
^^ Across the mountain's breast, 
'' We'll make a bier 
For the dying year, 

And bear him to his rest/' 

The Autumn leaves came rustling 

Across the dreary wold. 
They whispered loud 
'^ We'll make a shroud, 

And shield him from the cold." 

The snow fell lightly, softly. 

Upon his aged head, 
It was the pall 
To cover all, 

For the poor Old Year was dead I 
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SPRING-TIME. 

SEE a maiden stepping from 
Those rifted clouds on high. 
Her brow is wreathed with snowdrops pale^ 

And azure is her eye. 
Her breath upon the fond air floats. 
And fragrance rich doth bring, 
The brooklets, skies, and breezes greet 
Our daisy-mantled Spring. 

What promise laugheth in her voice, 

Of all that^s bright and fair. 
The golden crocus peepeth from 

Her dew-bespangled hair ; 
From her light hand, o^er hill and vale, 

She doth the primrose fling. 
And violets trembling stoop to kiss 

The footsteps of the Spring. 

The sick one from his weary couch. 

Gives her a faint sweet smile ; 
Perchance bright resurrection hopes. 

His pains and fears beguile. 
She batheth with her gentle tears 

Full many a grassy tomb, 
And flowers, the hand of love hath sown. 

She wins to early bloom. 
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To dusty alleys^ dreary hearths^ 
She brings most joyous dreams 

Of Nature's choral symphonies^ 

From birds^ and trees^ and streams : 

And wistful eyes look out upon 
The city's endless strife. 

For toU, and care, and hunger, mark 
The Spring-tide of their Bfe. 

To hearts of mourning, sore bereaved,— 

She speaks in soothing strain ; 
The ransomed dead in earth's dark breast 

Shall live and love again. 
Where Life's fair river flows in peace. 

And cares no shadows bring, 
They'll burst into the radiant bloom 

Of an eternal Spring. 

"EIGHTEEN-SIXTY." 

rKOM the massive iron portals. 
Of the hoary tower of Time, 
Stepped a youth into the morning 
Of our fluctuating clime. 

And earth's denizens beholding — 
Welcomed him with song and chime. 
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Yet the touch of his light footsteps 
Afi the snowy soil they prest^ 

Woke the springs of varied passions, 
In the throbbing human breast, 

Some of anguish, lips can breathe not, 
Some of love, and joy, and rest. 

But no shadow from the future 
Lay upon his radiant brow. 

One word only flushed his temples, 
'Twas that all-important *' now/' 

He had learned no fore or after, 
Only that important " now.^ 
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On he sped ; Oh, deep and earnest 
Were the lessons that he brought ; 
Some through sore bereavement learned 
them. 
Some in hours of care and thought; 
Yet, how highly prized the wisdom 
By such dear experience bought ! 

Bore he gladness, joy, or sadness ? 

Bore he boimteous gifts in vain ? 
Will none smoothe his dying pillow ? 

Will none soothe his dying pain ? 
Almoner of untold treasures 

We may ne^er behold again I 
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Scatterer of priceless minutes 
From the hidden mint of Time, 

Canst thou tell us what remaineth 
In its unexplored mine ? 

When its stores shall be exhausted — 
Canst thou unto us divine ? 

But^ no answer breaks the stillness ; 

See on yonder couch he lies ; 
Damp and mist each lid have closed 

O^er his lately beaming eyes. 
And the winds, in angry echoes. 

Mock his feeble parting sighs. 

Those long sunny auburn tresses, 
^Neath the snow flakes as they lie. 

Turn all white, and lank, and crisped ! 
Oh, unpitying earth and sky, 

Yield ye not one solemn requiem ? 
For the year, the year must die ! 

Yes, in mist, in fog, and vapour. 

All unwept, the aged lay ; 
And the cold winds, raving wildly. 

Bore his ebbing breath away ; 
Earth looked up in rapt pitention, 

For they chimed in New Year's Day. 
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" SORROW AS ON THE SEA/' 

ORROW as on the seal^' Deep evening fell 
On many a fair home in the quiet dell ; 
Then nighty like the deep lash o^er beauty^s eyes, 
Suffdsed with tears from earth^s beclouded skies. 

But, near, the sea-girt shore were sounds of grief. 
In sight of land the vessel struck the reef; 
Visions of home swept o'er each anguished brain. 
Then pulses ceased that ne'er shall beat again. 

Yet, not alone where angry billows roar, 

And strew with precious dead the wild rock shore ; 

Not only where the cruel whirlwinds be ; 

Is heard the moan — " Sorrow as on the sea P' 

Where peaceful hearths with roseate smiles are 

crowned. 
And fair beloved forms are blooming round j 
Death, the great Devastator, finds his prey. 
And our heart's idols beareth he away. 

" Sorrow as on the sea !'^ Oh ! whisper where 
The brow is found which stranger is to care ! 
Where'er we tread some token meets our eye. 
And every treasure bears the doom, " To die." 




" Sorrow aa on the sea ! '^ There is a home 
Where those who, to the Bock of Ages come. 
Shall dwell in joy that never knows a sigh. 
And God shall wipe all tears from every eye. 

'^ Sorrow as on the sea I" Oh I tost and driven 
By many a tempest with thy heart-strings riven ; 
Seek first that better home prepared for thee. 
Where shall be no more night and no more sea. 

A BHAPSODY. 

^H, blue rejoicing heavens ! 

Oh, fair and gladsome earth ! 
My heart, with joy upspringing. 
Hails this fair season's birth. 
Although the falling leaflets. 

Bear tokens of decay, 
Wh^e were the autumn clusters, 
If it ^as always May ? 

Oh,, rippling, babbling brooklet ! 

Oh, laughter-loving rill ! 
Within my heart are echoes 

That never can be still. 
What, though the tempests gather. 

And storm-winds la£^ thy spray. 
Where were the gold-tipped cloudlets. 

If rain-drops passed away ? 
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Oh^ wondrous studded-star worlds^ 

How beautiful ye glow ! 
Hung in yon deepening azure 

To light us here below I 
Held in His hand who guideth^ 

The comet's fiery way, 
Unto whose ever watchful ^ght 

Night shineth as the day. 

Oh ! there is always something 

The longing heart to cheer; 
I hail thee, genial Autumn, 

Rich heiress of the year I 
And welcome be thy smiles, and tears. 

Thy luscious fruit and flowers ; 
As heralds of a brighter world, 

A fairer clime than ours. 

TO THE COMET, 
(July, 1861). 

RAVELLING through the realms of 
space. 
Say, hast thou no resting place ? 
Hovering o'er our puny sphere, 
Do the clouds that meet thee here. 
Intercept thy path of light. 
Through those regions ever bright ? 
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Never, never — ^thou dost move, 
Mist and vapour far above. 

What fair morning gave thee birth. 

Visitant to this our earth ? 

When th^ Abnighty fiat brought 

Worlds of beauty out of nought, 

Didst thou, at His bidding high. 

Break the silence of the sky ? 

Darting on, from sphere to sphere, 
Didst thou spread as thou dost here. 
Wonder, rapture, doubt, and fear. 

Or, the thrilling quivering sense. 

Of man^s insignificance? 

Or, before that chaos broke. 
From out which our being woke, 
Didst thou, solitary, trace 
Paths of light from place to place. 
Pausing never ; ne^er to stay. 
In thy wondrous, unknown way ? 

But these questions fruitless are. 
Thou ^rt inimitably far; 
Boots it aught for us to know, 
Whence thou comest or dost go ? 
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We can gaze^ and gazing feel^ 

As bright visions o^er us steal, 

How we never may express, 

Our own innate nothingness ; 

And, from out that feeling springs. 

Higher and more holy things. 

Yes j for us those bright worlds gleam ; 

Thou bright comet art a dream, — 

Vapour, shadow, to the worth. 

Of the lowest son of earth j 

For, in very earnest now. 

Bests the stamp upon his brow; 

In his joy or misery, 

Dwelleth immortality. 

Stranger, tarry ! Let us look. 

Beading, as in some great book. 

Wonders never yet explored. 

Of Creation's Sovereign Lord ; 

And, in mute submission be. 

Bowed to Hyn who guideth thee. 
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STANZAS. 

|HE human Heart is like the boundless sea. 
With myriad waves all dashing to the 

light; 
Uprising playfully the sun to tneet^ 
And, back reflecting all his blushes bright. 
Oh deem not that beneath joy's summer smiles. 

And merry laughter, no deep feelings he, 
For precious things are hid in ocean's depths. 
Which the same waves that frolic 'neath the sky. 
Will throw up, grandly, proudly, by and bye. 

The human heart is like the boundless sea, 
All uncontrolled in its wild unrest : 

Spuming the love; the hope; the high-bom 
thoughts 
Confided on its once unruffled breast ; 

Dashing them on the islands of despair. 

Where beetling rocks of desolation soar; 

And clothed in sable ; sorrow walks alone. 
And paces on the sands of that bleak shore. 
Mingling her sighing with its angry roar. 
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The human heart is like th« boundless Be% 

One eye alone its hidden depths may Imow^ 
One hand alone control its mighty power^ 

And hush the murmur of its ebb and flow. 
The day shall come when from those darksome 
caves^ 
All that is buried shall come forth again — 
*' The seerets of all hearts shall be revealed ;^' 
Their sins^ and sorrows^ cherished hopes^ and 

pain^ 
All that is mystery now^ shall then be clear 
and plain. 

ISAIAH LV. 1. 

^H I " Come ye to the waters,** ye thirsty ones 
draw near; 

Ye on the barren mountain^ ye in the desert drear ; 

Free, full, and everlasting, the freshness they be- 
stow;. 

Who drink at this sweet fountain eternal life shall 
know. 
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There is no satisfaction in aught that earth can 

give, 
The dwellers in its pleasures are dead e^en while 

they live ; 
Oh ! ne'er from its vast ocean^ one tiny drop can 

roll, 
To quench the fevered longings of the immortal 

soul. 

Oh ! " Come ye to the waters/^ who thirst for 

wealth and fame, 
Believe that worldly honour is but an empty 

name; 
Yea ; trust not to all riches, they^re but a fleeting 

breath ! 
Pursuit of such is madness, the end eternal death. 

Oh ! " Come ye to the waters,'' who'er delights to 

prove. 
Your sweetest, purest, pleasure in sympathy and 

love; 
Here's One who for our ransom. His precious 

blood did pour; 
The fount of love is Jesus — ^then drink and thirst 

no more. 

Oh ! " Come ye to the waters," whilst still thdy 

freely flow, 
A day of wrath is coming — ^how soon ye cannot 

know; 
When e'en that healing fountain shall with an 

awful roar. 
Waft the rejecting sinner from mercy evermore. 
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THE EMIGRANT'S SONG. 

T LEFT thee, lovely Erin, when 
•*• The dew was on the flower ; 
The summer mom was beammg then. 

From out her eastern bower. 
Ah ! then, kind bosoms wept for me, 

And whispered o'er and o'er ; 
Ah ! gramachree ma colleen oge, 
Minona Ashtore. 

Oh ! never more, dear Emerald Isle, 

Pll press thy verdant sod ; 
Where I have known a mother's smile,- 

And all my father's trod. 
Those words are ringing in mine ears,- 

They press my bosom's core ; 
Ah ! gramachree ma colleen oge, 

Minona Ashtore. 

How beautiful thy native tongue ^ 

Thy loving hearts how true ! 
The cradle song my mother sung. 

The first my young ear knew. 
Oh, ever on my heart they press ! 

Would I could hear them more; 
Ah I gramachre ma colleen oge, 

Minona Ashtore. 

D 
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TO A CHILD. 

H, fair young child ! Across thy sunlit 
brow 
Timers wand plays lightly ; signeting 

the lapse 
Of four sweet summers. From the 
azure depths 
Of those clear eyes so softly shadowed with 
The pensile eyelash timidly looks forth 
The half-awakened soul ; — ^the opening bud 
Of immortality. 

The mighty pulse of Time 
Throbs in thine ear ; and, at thy tender feet. 
Its fluctuating waves upheave and roar; 
But all unconscious of thine high-bom destiny ; 
Thou sportest with the hours that, one by one. 
Dash on the shore ; then, melt into the depths 
Of vast eternity. 

I may not stoop to trace 
Upon that happy brow the lines of care, 
Which gravitating bind the spirit here. 

I may not plunge 
My hand in sorrow's sea, and bathe those eyes 
(Welling with all that's beautiful and bright) 
In tears of woe. 
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But I may bear thee to His holy feet, 
And pray that He may mould so dear a gem, 
And fit her, in this world below, to shine 
A jewel in His coronet above. 



TRUTH. 

AN ALLEGORY. 

T STOOD upon a cliff that rose, 
•*• Above the seas of time ; 
Watching the waves that gurgled in 

Laving its shores sublime ; 
All light was on their gladsome way. 
Thoughts, brilliant thoughts, were in their 

spray; 
But far beneath their surface lay, 

Treasures of buried years. 

I saw them on their foaming track. 

Swift speeding to the land; 
Uprising, laughing to the light. 

Then dying in the sand ; 
And pausing, — I could never guess. 
The source of their weird restlessness. 
And feelings life could not express. 

Burned; firing aU my soul. 

d2 
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Upward I gazed^ and at my side^ 

A gentle maiden stood ; 
A smile grew on her rosy lips, 

Half girl^ half womanhood ; 
And yet upon her brow was placed, 
Thoughts early years have seldom traced^ 
And seriousness her aspect graced. 

Unknown to one so young. 

A robe of tender watchet blue. 

All lightly flowed aroimd; 
A wreath of never fading flowers. 

Her snowy temples crowned ; 
And where her flashing glances sped. 
Shadows^ and doubts, and darkness fled ; 
Light on the earth, light overhead, 

Her presence did impart. 

Within her hand she firmly held 

A golden telescope^ 
And at her side an anchor hung. 

Inscribed on which was " hope ;'' 
She held the tiny glass to me. 

And pointed to the distant sea — 
The sea that bounds eternity, 

That laves the shores of time. 
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I held it to my dimmed eye^ 

And lo ! the waves had fled ; 
And forms uprose and glided near^ 
Friends I had mourned as dead ; 
Pleasures that vanished in an hour^ 
Joys that were like a fragile flower^ 
And loves that early left earth's bower^ 
Advanced and greeted me. 

I raised the glass and looked above^ 
When lo I the clouds were riven ; 

And in undimmed radiance shone 
The fair expanse of heaven. 

And far, far up where angels dwell^ 

I saw the treasures I loved well ; 

In joy and life no heart can tell, 
All happy and all blest* 

I turned to thank the brilliant maid^ 

But poised Hween earth and air ; 
I saw her hover whilst she spake, — 

" I leave my anchor there ;" 
My glass will magnify and prove 
Things best — ^that men too rarely love, 
And lessen those, that from above. 
Are worthless deemed, and dust. 
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ELLALIE. 

SAW thee at the early dawn, 
Like a sweet breath of glowing mora ; 
There was no light that might not lie 
Within the chalice of thine eye. 
Beneath that lid so soft and shy^ 

Ellalie- 

I saw thee in the daylight's prime. 
Sporting with life, and love, and time ; 
The moments on their silvery wings. 
Opened to thee the thousand springs 
Of earth^s most lovely joyous things, 

EUalie. 

I sisiw thte at the evening hour. 
Hushed was the breeze — closed was the 
flower ; 
Ah, o^er thy lovely form I wept. 
For death^s long sleep across thee crept. 
And sorrow's dreary watdi I kept,^ 

Elklie. 

Transplanted to a world above. 
Is now the floweret of my love, 
EHalie. 

Unfading beauty now is thine, 
The mourning heart may not repine ; 
Thou art not lost — thou still art mine, 

EUalie* 
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A REVERIE. 

HE rainbow-tinted April day, 
In blushing beauty passed away ; 
And on the threshold star-bedight, 
I heard the footsteps of the Night. 

Sweet-waking visions o'er me stole, 
And spirit-breezes fanned my soul ; 
While Past and Present seemed to be 
But islets in some distant sea. 

A gentle touch was on my arm, * 

And turning round I looked alarm ; 
But fear was changed to glad surprise, 
^ Neath the soft glance of brilliant eyes. 

A youth was there of noblest mien, 

The noblest I have ever seen ! 

His earnest brow was sculptured fair, 

^Neath light and shade of waving hair; 

While through the dark eyes beaming bright. 

Breathed all the glowing spirits light; 

And o*er his lips young fancy's wiles, 

Rippled the sterness into smiles ; 

I could not turn myself away. 

His name was Thought, I bade him stay. 
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Then from a footstool at my feet^ 

In glowing tones he did repeat^ 

All that the present coald impart^ 

To sadden^ or rejoice my heart. 

I bent my head to hide a tear; 

Why should I ? it was dark ; but hear 

A gentle tapping at the door^ 

His deep voice ceased. I spoke once more^ 

" Come in P^ 



Li^t plumage stirred the air^ 
As if some errant bird was there ; 
And with a footstep light and free^ 
A maiden form advanced to me. 



Oh ! never did my eyes behold^ 
Tresses thus bathed in light of gold ! 
Oh I never have I read before^ 
The throbbing heart's impassioned lore 
So easily 1 Each motion played 
On brow^ and eye^ and lip ; pourtrayec^ 
So that the maiden seemed to shine 
A form less human than Divine ; 
She took a vacant seat near me^ 
And whisperedj " I am Memory I'* 
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The flickering fire-light through the gloom^ 

Disclosed one comer of the room j 

I saw a figure seated there 

With drooping form; in mute despair^ 

'^'Tis Hope r said Thought; ''how did he 

come? 
I saw none entering the room 1^' 
'' He followed me/' the maiden said ; 
" But oh ! how changed V^ at this she shed 
A few bright tears ; ''he used to be 
So pure^ so beautiful, and free V^ 

" How sad and heavy is his air. 
All tainted is his plumage fair I 
For he has tried to slake those wings, 
In earth's unsatisfying springs; 
Whereas they only learn to mounts 
Bathing in heaven's eternal fount." 

I sighed — ^then turned away my eye. 

And saw, oh rapture 1 standing by, 

A figure that I knew so well. 

It needed not her lips to tell. 

Love breathed from out her silence, while 

She quick returned my greeting smile. 

Within my seat, I bade her rest. 

And threw myself upon her breast ; 

Across my weary, aching head. 

She gently passed her hand and said. 
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" All things do work for good for thee/^ 
Thought whispered^ '^ Thou shalt happy be. 
And Memory pointed to the past, 
Whose halcyon hours would ever east 
Upon my path bright beams of joy, 
Not all things future could destroy. 

A rustling soimd — I looked on high, 
There, ready pinioned for the sky. 
Young Hope, arrayed in plumage fair, 
Balanced his wings in purer air. 
All bright, all joyous as before, 
His radiant brow such gladness wore, 
As if no troubling spirit more 
Could cross his path of love and light. 
Or win him from his upward flight. 

He spoke, — " The things below are seen, 
Changeful and frail they^ve ever been, 
But those above, though veiled, are sure 
And shall to endless years endure. 
On, joyful on, thou mayest play 
With many a flowret, by the way. 
But all that's brightest, best to see. 
Thy Father hath in heaven for thee.^' 
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I was too happy to deem strange 

The wondrous and delightful change 

Love made in Memory, Hope, and Thought, 

By her sweet influences wrought. 

Then in a slumber calm and blest, 

I lay upon her gentle breast. 

Waking, my spirit guests were gone, 

Their mission for the present done ; 

But oh ! they left upon my heart 

A radiance that shall ne'er depart. 



THE PAST. 

J^f HE Fast, it haunts me like a dream, 
^^ A dream of beauty and of grace. 
With scenes I never more may see. 
And many a gentle loving face. 

The Past; it tells of early joys. 

Of childhood's hours of laughing glee 

When, like a river sparkling bright, 
Time passed with me in melody. 
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And my frail bark was borne along^ 
Whilst seldom in the sonny sky 

A cloud appeared to dim the lights 
That quivered on my joyous eye. 

And stm, meandmng sUently, 
Time's river swiftly speeds along^ 

And I would cheer its onward course 
With many a loyingi grateful song.. 

The Past I never can redeem; 

The Future hour is hid £rom me, 

___ * 

The Presenj; only is mine own, — 
Oh Lord, my guide and guardian be. 

BALLAD. 

j!^ W AY — at the casement young Maida stood^ 
Fixing her eyes on the distant wood. 
Their light shone into its solitude. 

Away— o'er the springing and dewy sod, 
A daring and dark-featured chieftain trod, 
'Neath the shadow of pines o'er his form that nod. 

Away— with the breeze in his flowing hau-. 
And a weight on his heart that is bom of care, . 
His love and light with that lady fair. 
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Away — the sword at his side that swung. 
And girdle that loosely around him hung, 
Were the parting gifts of that maiden young. 

Away — ^that sword as it glittered bright, 
Should be dimmed and dashed in the hottest fight. 
And the girdle should brace him to deeds of might. 

Away — she turned from the lattice high. 
Brushing the tears from her gentle eye, 
And giving the breezes her long-drawn sigh. 

Away — from orisons pure she rose. 
Yielding herself to that calm tepose, 
A trusting spirit in childhood knows. 

Away — away, where the cruel Turk, 
Stealthily wielded his poisoned dirk, 
The magic of womanly love did work. 

Away — ^with the red cross upon his shield. 
He darted and flashed through the battle-field. 
And strongly and bravely that sword^did wield. 

Away — sweet Maida, look out no more, 

Nor vainly into the future pore. 

Nor gaze from that casement o^er and o'er. 

Away — ^he^s borne by a chosen few. 
Ah woe to the hour they ever must rue. 
The liie-blood gushes that girdle through. 
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Away — they bear him far, far away, 
Where fragrant breezes above him play, 
In shadows of life and of death he lay. 

Away, away from his chosen bride. 

In a far-off land the chieftain died. 

And stranger pines o'er his cold tomb sighed. 

And Maida sat on the lattice tower, 
From early mom to the evening hour, 
Till age on her fair brow ^gan to lower. 

Till silver grew through each raven tress, 
And her eyes were dimmed and lustreless. 
And weights of woe on her heart-strings press. 

And on the skirts of that forest deep. 
In her lonely tomb doth fair Maida sleep, 
Ceasing to love — ceasing to weep. 

THE SLEEPING CHILD. 

HE lay upon a silken couch. 
And round her fairy face 

Her lovely hair reclined in locks^ 
Of rich and waving grace. 

Her rosy lips, half shut^ disclosed 
Teeth as the snow-drop white, 

Like lilies on a rose's bed, 
All blushing to the light. 
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One dimpled arm was hid beneath 

Her head of golden tresses ; 
The other clasped a waxen babe. 

That won her last caresses. 
And round her features played a smile. 

That man doth rarely know, 
Save in those hours of childish bliss^ 

He feels but once below, 

The lashes of her playful eyes. 

Were resting on her cheek. 
They seemed as if, though closed, they^d fain. 

The hearths enjoyment speak. 
For, oh I that infantas visions were. 

Most beautiful and bright. 
Fairer and less delusiye far, 

Than life can bring to light. 

And o^er her intellectual brow 

Bright thoughts and fancies soar. 
Thoughts that a riper age will bring. 

And memory fondly store. 
And, oh ! that little beating heart 

Will wake to love, and weep 
O'er cherished joys — till all is hushed, 

In death's long dreamless sleep. 
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CONSTANCY- 

|HEBE^S something lovely and refined^ 
Beyond what words can e^er express^ 
In a disinterested mind^ 
And loving-hearted tenderness ; 
That whether weal or woe attends^ 
Is faithful to its early friends. 

Oh, 'tis not when the cup of life, 
Is filled with pleasure's luscious draught; 

But, 'tis when grief and pain are rife 
And happiness is seldom quaffed, 

That we may estimate the worth 

Of those who shared our days of mirth. 

FAME. 



" (t)^^\^ 




H, why am I not beautiful ?" she said. 
Oh, why am I not fair ?" 
One slender hand upheld her drooping head. 

And one threw back her hair, 
*' Oh, why am I not beautiful ? " she said, 
^' Oh, why am I not fair ? " 
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The blue sky peeped between the rifted cloud*, 

Where lustrous sunbeams spread ; 
The giant cliffs majestic yawned around 

Like trophies of the dead; 
The curlew wild, upstarted with a cry, — 

Beauty was overhead. 

The ocean wave came up caressingly 

The smiling shore to greet. 
Then back retired, to view the grand result. 

Ere it he should repeat, 
•Singing for ever one proud melody, — 

Beauty was at her feet. 

Yet that calm sky unconsciously was fair, 

The careless wave was great ; 
Immortal man, how wasteth he his prime 

Where glory^s votaries wait ; 
And, feeding vanity, how little recks 

Woman — ^her nobler state. 

Ah, why, for earthly clouds may ever dim 

The purest, clearest sky; 
That tranquil wave will throw up angry scorn 

And fuiy by-and-bye; 
Time steals the roseate from the blooming cheek. 

The lustre from the eye. 
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Fame — ^^twas the never dying thirst &r fame 
That throbbed within hex* breast ; 

That shot the pain-pang through her paUid brow. 
Robbing her soul of rest; 

Dashing wild thoughts upon her fevered brain. 
That cannot be exprest. 

Fame — Fame —It lingereth round beauty^s steps. 

Guarding her thousand charms ; 
Kisses her footsteps — bathes her gentle head, 

Foldeth her in its arms; 
lanthe had it not — and Fame grows cold, 

Where Beauty never warms. 

Fame — Fame — It is the clarion sounding wide — 
The trump of genius bright; 

The magic pen, to trace in burning lines 
Flashes of living light ; 

lanthe had no witching thoughts at will- 
Fame, this way to invite. 

Fame — Fame — It hovers o^er the miser^s home. 

Laughs at his tinkling gold, 
And crieth, '^ Here behold a wealthy man 

Whose riches arc untold,^^ 
lanthe had no dowry, this bright Fame 

Either to win, or hold. 
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lanthe sat beside a sufferer^s couch^ 

As slow the night wore on; 
Bathed the hot brow, and bore the cooling draught 

Fed hope, when hope seemed gone. 
They did not call this Fame — the grateful smile. 

That round her presence shone. 

lanthe comforted the sore bereaved. 

With holy words and sweet, 
Dropping soft tears upon the parched soul. 

Laving the weary feet. 
They did not call this Fame — and yet such deeds 

For angels' gaze are meet. 

Oh woman ! wilt thou wander from the path 

That's paved from misery's store. 
From hearts unloved, from lives uncomforted. 

That claim thee o'er and o'er ? 
This is thy high, thy holy destiny 

Fame — Fame — What wilt thou more? 




x2 




60 

BEAUTIFUL IN DEATH. . 

[HE sunbeams played upon his cherub face 
As calm he lay in ruthless death's embrace ; 
And, rolling back in massive waves of gold. 
His tresses light the pale brow's classic mould. 

One dimpled hand doth still uncovered rest ; 
How oft bedewed with tears — with kisses prest. 
While lone she sits, to feast her mighty grief. 
With wistful looks, and sighs that bring relief. 

How oft she watched him — when with loving 

stealth. 
On tiptoe stretched — she viewed the hues of 

health 
Out breathing from his fresh, and lovely form 
A young flower tinted, with the streaks of morn. 

And now — ^how awful is the silence there. 
Gone from her anxious hearty its joy, its care, — 
A something wanting everywhere around, — 
A present shadow — a delight unfound. 

No tiny footfall — ^no soft eddying voice — 
No scattered playthings — ^no young wilful choice 
Of new amusements, varying with the hours ; 
No radiant laughter, and no tearful showers* 
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Oh I such as this — pale mother can it be. 
That all these ecstacies are lost to thee ? 
Grone with the hushings of a baby breath 
Enwrapped there — so beautiful in death. 

Bow down beside him ; for a fonder Hand, 
Hath borne him to a far — a brighter land ; 
Oh ! cease the murmurings of wild despair. 
And let thy bowed heart rejoin him there. 




MEMORY AND FORGETFULNESS. 

ETHELS dark waters slowly flowed 
Beneath the morning sky ; 
In them no bright reflection glowed. 
No shadow from on high. 

No tale ; no varied history 

Of gladness, or distress ; 
But all was dark, deep mystery. 

And all, forgetfulness. 

With shrinking frame I turned around. 

And saw close at my side ; 
With murmuring, soft, meandering sound 

A tiny river ghde. 
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Each ripple in rich cadence broke. 

As if its ebb and flow ; 
To wild unearthly music woke 

Some unseen harp below. 

As sunbeams stealing through the grove 
Are mingled light, and shade. 

So here, each image from above, 
In chequered radiance played. 

For memory sweepeth not lifers chords 

In measured strains along, 
But here are sad, there, joyous words. 

Sweet snatches of the song. 

Oh ! stream of Memory, to thee 

Earth^s melody be given ; 
And may thy waters bring again 

Bright hours, like rays from heaven. 

The shadow still may dim thy breast, 
But when lifers dream is o^er ; 

The heart in lovers eternal rest. 
Shall see those shades no more. 
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ANSWER TO 

''OH! LOOK NOT THOU SO BRIGHT 

AND BLEST/^ 

H, well I know the happiest heart 

Must e'er feel sorrow more ; 
And loving most, the deeper smart. 

When all to love are o'er. 
But I can still look bright and blest, 
No clouds hang o'er my brow, 
For sailing in a sea of rest. 
My barque is joyous now. 

There's not a joy that earth bestows 

But often leaves a sting ; 
Like thorns concealed beneath the rose. 

And death, in Love's young wing. 
The bounding wave that skims the shore. 

The glory of the brave ; 
Before a second morn is o'er. 

May be a seaman's grave. 

But far from earth I'd lift mine eyes. 

Where sorrow cannot come, 
Purer than Alpine summer skies 

Is that eternal home. 
And if I feel so happy here, 

Where many a tare is Sown ; 
What will it be, when grief, and fear. 

And death no more are known ? 
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FOEGET ME NOT. 

TT^VE been within the gay parterre, 

•*• Where many a lovely blossom grows^ 

Where lilies scent the trembling air, 

And beauty blushes in the rose. 
But no flower there could say for me, 
The words I wish to whisper thee. 

The gentle snow-drop bows her head. 
Beneath the early, bitter gale. 

And by the spring-tide zephyr fed 
Bloometh the little primrose pale. 

But these could never say for me, 

The words I wish to whisper thee. 

V\e been, where the exotics flower. 

Amid a sisterhood of grace, 
I've been, within the florist^s bower. 

And seen the fairest in the place. 
And yet one flower alone for me, 
Can breathe the chosen words to thee. 

What is that flower ? No stately queea 
Appears with head uplifted high. 

Nought but a little gem is seen, 
Blue as a cloudless evening sky, 

And this sweet one shall say for me. 

All I now wish to whisper thee. 
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And as the fondest thoughts we feel^ 
Are those that words may fail to speak, 

PU let this little flower reveal, 
All that I now would fondly seek. 

Pleading — I ne'er may be forgot, 

Through this sweet, frail Forget me Not. 

BY-GONE HOURS. 

[REMBLINGLY out of the mists of the 
morning. 

Gome the bright thoughts — the bright memo- 
ries of yore, 
Sweeter than all in the future adorning. 
Are the loved hours, that have vanished before^ 

While they are with us, we heed not their glory. 
When they are gone, how we fondly regret. 

Like the flowers that relate to each other a story. 
And e'er it is finished, the sunbeams have set. 

Swiftly flew by, the romance of our childhood. 

Sighing we think of its fairyland flowers ; 
When, as we wandered o'er mountain and wild- 
wood. 
We cared not how swift were the joy-giving 
hours. 
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Youth^s poet days — ah ! too soon, they have fleeted. 
Fair were their beautiful silvery wings, 

Yet we forget, with what pleasure we greeted. 
The proud independence a riper age brings. 

Thus man for ever and ever is deeming 
All that is fair as too lovely to last ; 

While the bright seasons he spendeth in 
dreaming, 
Link themselves too, to the shadowy past. 

Life is itself but a beautiful story. 

Whose pages are tinted with sunshine and 
shade — 
But, while closing its volume, may Faith see the 
region 
Where friends shall not sever, and flowers 
nc^er fade. 

''A FRIEND LOVETH AT ALL TIMES.^' 

^H ! say not ^tis a poet^s dream, 
Fll photograph a friend ; 
Written with love's unshadowed light. 
That love that knows no end. 




6: 



What boots it, that some selfish hearts, 

The precious name disgrace ? 
They do not love the sun so well. 

Who know no shady place. 
Oh ! say not 'tis a poet's dream. 

Most beautiful and fair, 
Is converse with a faithful friend. 

Albeit, it is rare ; 
Yet loving hearts, and watchful eyes. 

Where'er their footsteps bend. 
Shall never want the light that wariAs, 

The love, that proves a friend. 

Oh ! say not 'tis a poet's dream. 

Though weal, or woe betide, 
The love that chose thee for thvself. 

Can never leave thy side. 
But that, which scarce deserves the name. 

Born for some selfish end ; 
Will wither, though it wore awhile. 

The semblance of a friend. 
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THE RIVER. 

FORTH it carols into day, 
With a rustic roundelay. 
Laughing here, and musing there. 
Living beauty every where. 

Darkling ^neath the forest trees. 
Sporting with the wanton breeze. 
Skirting banks of wilding flowers. 
Dreaming through sequestered bowers- 
Nature's pulses flow along. 
In its effluence of song, 
And the fitful heavens gleam. 
Mirrored in its silver sheen. 

Where are strains that can express^ 
All creation's lovliness ? 
Mute the raptured poet stands, 
With uplifted heart, and hands. 

Thou, whose touch with life instils- 
Land and water; vales and hills, 
Teach us every where to see. 
All of beauty flows from Thee. 
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THE BRIDAL MORN 

[T is her Bridal mom. But see^ she sleeps 
So soft^ so easily^ on that fair couch, 
That the light heaving of her gentle breast 
Is scarce peiceptible, amidst the locks 
That cover her young form as with a veil — 
Her hair is parted o^er her marble bro^s^j 
And the long lashes of her heart-lit eyes 
Are resting on a cheek of roseate hue. 
Oh life I so beautiful, and bright art thou ; 
In childhood^s mom, and youtVs unclouded day. 

Sleep on, young girl. 
For life is care ; and sleep is needed now. 
Ere the long strife begins ; yes, sweetly sleep, 
And wake to love, as woman ever loves. 
And mourns the hopes, long cherished yet how false, 
That animate the day-dreams of her soul. 
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MAKALEE. 

HE stormy night was lowering 

Heavily ! 
The wind through leafless branches sighed 

Drearily, 
And down the slope of the mountain bleak. 
With the cold blast paling her rosy cheek. 
Her snow white lamb in those wilds to 
seek. 
Went Maralee. 

Oh Maralee ! — she toiled that night, 

Wearily, 
The lamb had vanished from her sight. 

Stealthily, 
With a band of blue, round its neck so white. 
And the gentle eye, that for her shone bright. 
In which she could read her o^vu soft light. 

Easily. 

But what was tbe gentle lamb to him, 

Maralee ; 
Who sought thy steps in the dawning dim, 

Maralee ; 
And over, and over, the beaten track. 
Which sunbeam, and beauty, and light did lack. 
Wandered to bring thee, his chosen, back, 

Maralee ? 
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And back he bore thee, a lifeless form, 

Maralee. 
Too piercing ; too angry ; the midnight^^storm, 

Maralee, 
Oh, well for us (to a slighter thing, 
Than a tender lamb — will our fond hearts cling), 
That He, who is Life, will us backward bring, 

Maralee. 



THE SPIRIT OF DREAMS. 

A MYSTERY. 

TH^IGHT walked abroad o'er the peaceful 
cJ^ earth. 

In her regal loveliness : 
She had borrowed some hidden gems of day. 

To lighten her sable dress ; 
And the moon came forth, like a stately ship, 

On a wide, and wakeless sea ; 
And sparkled the brightest, purest gem. 

Midst her jewels of heraldry. 

She lulled old Ocean to dreamy rest. 

And over his hoary mane; 
She cast embedded in smiles of light, 

A silvery spangled chain ; 
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And over the chain as it rose and fell. 

With the motion of the sea, 
A beautiful spirit arrayed in white. 

Glided, and came to me. 
Her eyes threw back to the brow of night. 

The moonbeams silvery ray ; 
As into the depths of her flowing hair. 

It stealthily found its way ; 
And her voice, as it fell on the silent air. 

Was like some bewitching strain. 
That strikes but once on the human ear. 

And is never heard again. 

^' I come from the land, where bright fancy^s 
band; 

Are weaving their garlands fair ; 
By the living streams ; I^m the child of dreams. 

And of visions strangely rare ; 
I bear their light, to the couch at night. 

Bedewing, the sleeper^s pillow, 
I talk of home, to the forms that roam, 

O^er the rough, and stormy billow. 

I bring the forms of the dead to life. 

In the magic hours of sleep ; 
But the dreamer wakes to the stem sad truth — 

And wakens, alas — to weep. 



73 

The mother feels next her burning cheek. 
Her child^s soft fragrant breath ; 

But she opes her eyes ; they are dim with tears. 
For that infant sleeps in death /^ 

Then a golden key she showed to me, 

Which her slender fingers she bore ; 
"When morning breaks; when the daylight 
wakes ; 

I fasten the magic door. 
But now, now, now, o'er the reeling brain 

The surges of dream-tide beat '' — 
And thus as she spoke the silvery chain. 

Tinkled beneath her feet. 

But I thought I saw o'er the mountain's crest, 

That the darkness stole away. 
And the light of the moon on her golden hair; 

Had ceased its refulgent play. 
And the waves were soaring and bounding high. 

Bearing the silvery chain, 
Till a cloud passed o'er ; and one tender link, 

Trembled^ and snapt in twain. 

And where it parted the water gushed. 

And sprinkled her naked feet. 
And under the waves she slowly passed. 

With a light song clear and sweet. 
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I fixed my eyes on her glossy hair, 
And her wonderful golden key ; 

But no — I'm awake, 'tis a beam of the sun. 
That rides on the waves to me. 

THE POET AND THE SPIRIT. 
PIRIT of the beautiful, 
Muse of lovely poetry. 
Stay thee, on thine aerial flight. 
Rest a little while with me. 

SPIRIT. 

Rest with thee. Oh I say it then. 

Breathe it on thy noble lyre. 
Sing that I was born with thee. 

And have lent thy chord-notes fire. 
On the morning of thy birth. 

Nature smiled in regal grace. 
And the moon my thrilling source, 

Beamed upon thine infant face. 
When the early rose-bud smiled. 

Teaching rapture to thine eye ; 
I was hid within that flower. 

In its deep eternal dye. 
I shall teach thee all that's fair, 
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All that's beautiful to know ; 
And high soul-bom melody 

Shall wilhin thy bosom glow. 
I am ever with thee now, 

Richly I shall honour thee ; 
Placing on thy youthful brow, 

Wreaths of immortality. 

THE REALITIES OF LIFE. 

WENT where from her eastern bower. 

Young morning smiled anew; 
And plucked a trembling budding flower, 

Moistened with pearly dew. 
I gazed into its petals rare. 

And felt its glowing breath. 
And deemed that all of earth was fair, 

But never thought of death. 

I pondered o'er the ocean wave, 

And saw it speed away. 
Deep murmuring from its coral cave, 

I heard its music play ; 
Another, and another still. 

On, on, I saw them range ; 
With joy my glowing heai-t was filled, 

But never thought of change. 
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But soon I saw tlie fairy rose, 

Was born but to decay; 
Though radiant still its crimson blush, 

^Twas fading fast away ; 
And yet around the lovely wreck, 

A blissful fragrance grew. 
And charms the dying flower could speak. 

The living never knew. 

How angrily the ocean roared, 

That was so calm before ; 
And monster waves like mountains, dashed 

Upon the lonely shore. 
I gazed with wonder and delight, 

Upon the mighty sea ; 
But when the calm came back at night, 

'Twas sweeter far to me. 

And thus we all know certainly. 

Life is the key to death — 
And change is ii\ the buoyant sea. 

And in the Rosens breath. 
But love ; and truth ; and friendship's beams ; 

Can they so transient be ? 
No — these are joys that join to form, 

Our life's reality. 
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A WISH. 

WISH I could keep ye bright hours as ye 
rise, 

And dash on the sand of Life's varying shore ; 
But scarce can we gather the treasures ye bring. 
When quickly receding we see ye no more. 

I would I could keep ye fair flowerets of spring 
But the snowdrop is dead, and the violets pine ; 

The spot where ye greeted me mom after mom, 
Is vacant — and yet I believed ye were mine. 

I would I could keep ye sweet friends of my youth 

For ever around me — and never to part 
With the light of your glances and depth of your 
truth — 
And your well beloved voices, to gladden my 
heart. 

But ever your memory fresh in my soul 

Unweakened by distance, or time shall remain, 

Like flowers by the autumn wind severed, and 
strewn ; 
Revive in the springtide, to blossom again. 
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SONG. 

jM^ HOUGH Time may, our fond hopes deceiving^ 
JL (Still luring us on to forget ;) 
Steal away some bright memories of mornings 

I fondly would think of them yet. 
'Tis like the young sparkle of ocean ; 

When he finds queenly Cynthia is true, 
^Tis like his eternal emotion, 

The mem'ry sweet childhood of you. 

Oh, list not, oh heed not, the sighing 

Of dreary despondency now ; 
Time enough, when the evil appeareth. 

Beneath its dark shadow to bow. 
Oh, surely it ne^er was intended. 

That man should disconsolate be. 
For the waves in their gentlest hour, 

Ne'er muse on the wind spirit's glee ; 

When forgetting the smile of the moxmtain. 

He reigns in his terrible power ; 
And dashes before him the crested. 

The music-bom wave of an hour. 
But then how he begs for forgiveness. 

In tones, that if man could express. 
His faults would be looked on with kindness. 

His failings, with deep tenderness. 
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TO THE ROSE. 

LOW^RET when thy leaves are 
folding 



In the evening hour anew ; 
And thy beauteous cup is holding 

To its fill, the roseate dew. 
Is it as the morning brightness, 
When the sun adorns the sky ; 
And that gem of radiant lightness, 
Leaves thee to ascend on high ? 

When the evening shades are o'er thee. 

Veiling all the heavenly blue 
TiA that quiet hour restores thee. 

Sweet refreshing drops of dew. 
Thus 'tis with the quiet evening 

Of a long, and weary life. 
Early sweetness, intervening, 

Chases sorrow, pain, and strife. 

Beautiful e'en in the fieetness 

Of thy life, fair rose, thou art ; 
To proclaim thy floral sweetness. 

Still shall be the poet's part,— 
Like a dream, or pleasant story. 

All thy splendour soon shall flee ; 
Emblem of thy queenly glory. 

Shall thy leaves sweet odour be. 
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Thas if one we cherished dearly, 

Soon shonld pass away like thee. 
In the freshness of hfe's beauty ; 

Memory still shall faithful be. 
Though no slab of wealth, or glory, 

Marks their lowly resting place ; 
Memory keeps in undimmed story. 

Records of the fond one's face. 

Lovely rose, thy crimson flushes. 

Near the Uly's spotless white ; 
Still reflect thy modest blushes. 

Waking new and full delight. 
JHower of summer's richest treasures. 

Thou art very dear to me ; 
Poetry in rapturous measures. 

Loves to tune her lyre to thee. 

SONG. 

I CAST a flower upon the stream. 
The passing waters bore 
Its fragile beauty from my sight — 
And it was mine no more. 

The sweet sad tones of music fell. 

Upon the. evening air ; 
Hushing each sense- while floating on. 

And yet returning ne'er. 
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We feed on Past and Present joys. 

And if it were not so ; 
The wave of disappointed hopes, 

Would drown our hearts in woe. 




THE DAISY CHAIN. 

WANDERED through the grassy 
meads, 
When wayward spring was young ; 
The witching wild bird soared aloft ; 

Around, fair flowerets sprung. 
There was a raptuie in the breeze ; 

A joy in every strain ; 
And round my inmost heart entwined, 
A golden daisy chain. 



What was it ? Ah wh«t spell is thine. 

Thou lowliest fairest flower ? 
To win the wandering thoughts to dwell, 

On childhood^s careless hour ? 
To feel that still thou hast a charm 

No other flower may claim ? 
What gentle soothing links are thine, 

Oh golden daisy chain ! 
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Thou speakest of the Hand that framed^ 

Thy slender fragile form ; — 
Thine upward glance of lowly trosti 

Through sunshine^ and through storm. 
A lesson to this heart shall brings 

That ever must remain; 
And be the brightest link of thine^ 

Oh^ golden daisy chain. 

I know the freshness of your smile^ 

Shall ne'er from me depart; 
Whatever the cares that yet may bind^ 

This now imfettered heart. 
Where'er the daisy lifts its head. 

In flowery wood or plain ; 
Around me still thy spell shall fall^ 

Oh^ magic daisy chain. 

THE DYING MAIDEN'S SONG. 

m^H^ lead me to the bowers^ 
^^ Where the early violets blow ; 
And heavenly-scented flowers, 

In rich profusion grow. 
There, there, the lordly mountains. 

Where heather bell is seen ; 
And there, the silvery fountains, 

That lave the meadows green. 
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Or lead me to the ocean^ 

That giant. King of old ; 
Whose stillness^ and commotion^ 

Creation's dawn hath told. 
And let me hear the sighing 

The wind's low plaintive sigh ; 
When a heavenly day is dyings 

And wrath is o'er the sky. 

Then lead me where the laughing^ 

Of merry childhood rings ; 
Yonng flowers whose hearts are quaffing^ 

Joy from earth's thousand springs. 
And where the gentle maiden^ 

With eyes of trusty and trath ; 
Gives her young heart love-laden^ 

To some high minded youth. 

Then I shall rest with pleasure^ 

In some secluded dell ! 
Where home^ and home-born treasure^ 

Their tale of love can tell. 
But earthly bliss is fleeting^ 

With Jesus I would dwell ; 
Heaven's joy^ and peace are o'er me^ 

I go— bright world — Farewell. 
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TREES. 




REES how redolent in glory, • 
Have ye e'er appeared to me ; 

Some so young, and others hoary. 
Children of a century. 



Kiss the earth thou graceful willow. 
Gently o'er the waters bend ; 

Be the latest sunbeam's pillow, 
To the lake thy shadows lend. 

Oak forget not, each ancestor 

Of thy noble family 
Lifted like a kingly Nestor, 

To the skies his majesty. 

Elm the resting place of many. 
Who thy form enraptured view ; 

But how few indeed, if any. 
Live as if they deemed it true ? 

Lovely earth — oh ! if such fairness. 
Doth thy fallen image crown ; 

What will be the magic rareness. 
Of thy future's bright renown ? 
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FAREWELL TO MAY. 

AREWELL, farewell ! Why haste away ? 
We cannot tire of thee ; 
Oh maiden with thy virgin brow, 
So calm^ so fair to see. 

We fain would ramble where thy kiss, 

Hath wooed the rose to birth ; 
We fain would hear thee teach the birds, 

Those panting notes of mirth. 

Then wherefore veil that laughing face, 

Oh sonsie witching May ; 
Thou hast the magic touch that wakes, 

BartVs chord notes into play. 

Bat ah ; thou mayst not here abide ; 

Thou fadest all too soon ; 
And she will laugh away our tears. 

That haughty rosy June. 

Yet summer days shall rise and set. 

And autumn leaves decay ; 
The year has not a fairer boon. 

Than timid, fragile May. 

Farewell, farewell ! We may no more. 

Thy gentle blushes greet ; 
Yet casts the lyre of poesy 

An offering at thy feet. 
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THE POET'S DEATH. 

OFTLY lie laid him down to sleep. 
Where willows o'er the waters weep, 
Hoping that one benignant tear, 
Might fall upon his lowly bier. 

The rose in blushes kissed his eyes. 
The lily bathed with dew-drop sighs. 
The brow so ready to confer, 
Its richest laurels upon her. 

The violet bowed but could not speak. 
Yet fragrant odours crossed his cheek, 
And through his long dark glossy hair. 
The sunbeam played with gentle care. 
While the brook trickled at his feet. 
Murmuring for him a requiem sweet. 

He looked around him o'er and o'er. 

All teemed with life and joy ; 
The life he never could restore. 

And lived but to destroy. 
For oh, alas ! the weary frame. 

That held the bursting soul ; 
Was little better than a name, 

Beneath its strong control. 
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Bat passion and the poet^s bliss 
Ebbed with each fleeting breath ; 

He softly whispered ''What is this'' 
The answer came 'Twas death. 

MEMORY. 

^^0 night advances. The sweet daylight dies^ 
JulAnd robes of mourning veil the tinted skies^ 
But soon fair Cynthia o'er the mountain height^ 
B.eflects the absent sun's resplendent lights 
And poureth o'er a worlds half bathed in sleep ; 
A glow less powerful — ^but more calm and deep. 

So when the rays of love and joy decline^ 
And skies of bliss are veiled by clouds of time^ 
Then Memory smileth from her far-oflf throne, 
And wears the peaceful light of moments flown, 
While o'er the sleeping heart unasked, unsought. 
She casts the calmer beams of truth and thought. 

How bright the faithful messengers must be. 

That bring us to thy shrine, fair Memory, 

Some long-forgotten strain, some well-loved 

flower. 
May lead us unto thy sequestered bower. 
And treading once again the silvery track. 
Weep that some sterner herald calls us back. 
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STANZAS. 

CLOUD is on the early mora, 
That was so fair and bright ; 
A shadow intercepts the sun. 
Stealing away the light. 
Oh ! sorrow for the buoyant bark, 
That sailed forth glad and free ; 
Now tossed by tempest-driven waves. 
Across the troubled sea. 

Oh ! sorrow for the glorious hopes. 

That vanished from the sky ; 
Like meteors, or like spring's young flowers. 

Nipt in the frost blight, die. 
Oh ! sorrow for the trustful heart. 

Bleeding at every pore ; 
Trembling 'neath disappointed hopes. 

And love that smiles no more. 

But soon a fairer morn shall rise. 

That mom no shadow knows ; 
No angry waves are rampant there. 

No bitter tempest blows. 
There, drooping heart, thou shalt revive. 

There, rest remains for thee ; 
In everlasting life and love 

Thy dwelling place shall be. 
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THE MOUNTAIN CHILD. 

^ER errant glances resting 

Upon the moor-land bleak ; 
Her kindling smile requesting 
The love she cannot speak ; 
She lies beside the fountain ; 
What fear of storm hath she ? 
The breezes of the mountain. 
Sport through her tresses free. 

Her young foot bows the heather, 

It stirs the daisy^s head ; 
But grass and flower together, 

Bound at her fairy tread ; 
Her hands with flowerets laden. 

Homeward she wanders now. 
Oh happy mountain maiden. 

What child so blest as thou ? 




FAITHLESSNESS. 

HE brooklet wandered round the bower. 
In search of some enchanting flower. 
For " Oh,^^ it sighed, "where is the worth, 
The loveliness once born to earth ? ^' 
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" Choose me/^ the gentle lily said, 
And graceful bent her dew-bright head, 
While from her little chalice fair, 
Sweet perfume filled the fainting air. 

" Oh/^ said the rose, ^' would'st thou refuse, 
The dearest subject of thy muse ? 
Remember when my budding grace, 
First filled with heavenly joy this place/ 

^^ Remember,^^ said the violet meek, 
As if she scarcely dared to speak, 
'^ Remember in my spring-tide hours ; 
I was to thee the flower of flowers/' 



^' Ah/^ said the little primrose pale. 
Half blushing as she told the tale, 
'^ You told me once I was as bright. 
As moonbeams on the brow of night/' 

And then the hyacinth of blue, 
^^ Ah, faithless brooklet, never true. 
Thou once dids^t listen to my chime. 
And whispered in with chords of thine. 

The faithless brooklet passed along, 
Hushed was the glory of his song, 
Each sad response fell on his ear. 
Like night dew on the lily's bier. 
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Stern winter came — ^his iron car, 
Was seen within the mist afar, 
And at his side the angel deaths 
Passed o'er the vale with chilly breath. 

The gentle flowers soon passed away, 
The wintry sky was dull and grey. 
And, with a heavy murmuring tone, 
The brooklet wandered on alone, 
Now vainly sighing o'er the hour. 
He slighted any chosen flower. 

WELCOME TO JUNE. 

I FEEL my lyre is nothing worth. 
It seemeth out of tune ; 
To greet such gladsome notes as thine, 
Oh coy and frolic June. 

Thou canst not hide thy lambent smiles. 

Thy sw^et face anywhere ; 
We see the foxglove at thy feet. 

And rosC'bud in thy hair. 

We see thee in the purling stream, 

Thy queenlike tresses toss ; 
We see thee robe the waydde stone, 

With lichen soft, and moss. 

a2 
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We hear thee in the rampant breeze; 

And on the rose-leaf tips 
We see the winsome touch that comes 

From none but ruby lips. 

We looked into the lily's cup. 

She did some token bear 
To quench thy thirst at early mom. 

With dew-drops — thou wert there. 

Oh glorious, blooming, festal June, 

How canst thou hidden be. 
When all the earth with gems besprent. 

Doth speak to us of thee ? 

Then let us hear thy ringing laugh. 

In every chattering brook ; 
Beam on us with thy lightsome wiles. 

From every shady nook ; 

And radiant in thy life and l%ht. 

We would go forth to bless ; 
And serve the One who thus hath clothed. 

Our earth in loveUness. 
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TO ERIN. 

HO deems I have forgotten thee 

Land of the sun-lit skies ; 
On which sweet mother nature looks, 
With such indulgent eyes ? 
She folds thee in a velvet robe, 

Of choicest emerald hue ; 
She girdeth thee with lustrous smiles, 
And fleeting tear-drops too. 

She thrills the winding river through, 

Thine affluence of sward. 
She doth with mountain battlements. 

Thy flowery vallies guard. 
And ever, ever, night and day, 

With notes of martial glee ; 
Old Ocean mounts his warrior waves, 

Thy garrison to be. 

Oh let thiiJhand forget the skill, 

That moves the pen along. 
Hushed be the rippling words that bear 

Heart-musings into song. 
But never by this pulsing heart, 

Shalt thou forgotten be ; 
For like bright sunbeams on my path, 

Are memories of thee. 
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Mavourneen ; may the Hand tbat once 

So blest thy favoured shore ; 
With gospel light, and life, and graee^ 

Thy fallen crown restore. 
As thou art beautiful and rich. 

Thus nature clotheth thee ; 
Mayst thou in heavenly beauty shine. 

Queen — ^island of the sea* 

SPRING. 

H sweet Spring evening art thou come again 

To bless the earth f Her silent thanks 
are flowers ; 
Drawn forth by such soft influence as thine, 
To gladden us through all the balmy hours* 

The gushing melodies of myriad birds 
Ripple upon the ear in waves of joy ; 

Hushing the senses into rapturous fear. 

Lest other sounds the new-found bliss destroy. 

Oh sweet spring evening — what a gift is thine. 
Blushing and smiling in thy dreamlike gear ; 

Opening the portals with thy tender hand. 
To all the treasures of the reigning year. 
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Meihinks there^s nothing half so bright or fair^ 

In summer's luxury, or autumn's hues 
As thou art — ^breathing from the gates of light, 
Smiling and weeping sunlight and soft dews ; 

Sinking beneath the golden clouds to rest, 
Like happy infant all devoid of care ; 

And peerless, walking in unrivalled sjate. 

The crescent moon shines out — a watcher fair. 

Oh sweet spring evening — be my end like thine. 
As softly veiled my life's declining light ; 

And be my rising, where the full day knows. 
No looming shadows of a coming night. 

LIFE. 

rONDLY I gaze on thee, 
Frolicsome child. 
On the grand shore of Time, 
Mingling thy lisping rhyme, 
With its sonorous chime, — 
Plaintive and wild. 

Gladly I gaze on thee. 

Bright featured maid ; 
Dream of young life thou art. 
Tuning thine untried heart. 
To every varied part. 

Sunshine and shade. 
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Musing I gaze on thy 

Womanly brow ; 
Thoughtfulness there is rife^ 
Echoes of inner life ; 
Stirred by its outward strife;^ 

Ruffle thee now- 

Weejfing I gaze on thee^ 

Beautiful dead ; 
Child, maiden, womanhood. 
Gladsome and saddened mood;. 
All that was fair and good. 

Past away — ^fled. 




SUMMER MORNING SONG. 



OISILY the brooklet 
^ Babbles through the grove,. 
(r^^^ Lisping to the pebbles bright 
Ditties of true love. 
Lazily the cloudlets 
Golden fringed lie. 
Melting in the azure hue 
Of the soft, sweet sky. 
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Gratefully the flowerets 

Breathe upon the air. 
All their richest fragrance. 

All their colours rare ; 
Thrillingly each warbler, 

Swells its mellow throat. 
While the woods re-echo 

With each silvery note. 

Joyfully the poet 

Wakes his lyre anew, 
Every chord within him. 

Answers strangely true 
To the voice of nature, 

Round, below, above. 
And his full heart swells, with 

Gratitude and love. 

Oh ! bright hour of morning, 

Cheering is thy smile ; 
Fill my heart with sunshine. 

Noontide to beguile. 
Shed thy hopeful gladness 

Through my longing breast ; 
That when evening cometh. 

Calm may be my rest. 
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THE MANIAC^S SONG TO THE MOON. 

EST on my bosom — ^beautiful moon^ 

Bathe in thy mellowness this weary 

heart, 
Oh that my tear-drops would furnish a shroud, 
Fd wrap it around me, ere we should part. 

Snule still as lovingly — beautiful moon. 
As when at first bewitched by thy smile ; 

Then but a careless, a gay laughing child, 
I paused in my dreams to admire thee awhile. 

Linger as peacefully — ^beautiful moon. 
Linger, oh linger, o^er this world of woe ; 

For the glad sun has no pitying glance. 
Light, life, and joy are his gifts to bestow. 

But thine — oh ! a cloud hides my beautiful 
moon.'^ — 
Dreamer awake; for the sun lights the skies ; 
And the morning has spread, the life blood is 
dead. 
And the tear-drop hath fled from the maniac's 
eyes. 

Lay him down peacefully — ^freed is the mind, 
Long hid in darkness, and oh ! the 'rapt 
soul, 
Is gone where the sorrows of earth cannot 
reach. 
And the words of the wicked can never 
control. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

DECEMBER 23si>, 1861. 

'LL day the solemn minute guns, 

Boom forth upon the air ; 
The light of merry christmas time, 
Is shadowed by a care, 
A shade that falls from Windsor's halls. 
And royal mourners there. 

The dying year ebbs slowly out. 

Its residue of hours ; 
'Tis marked by dreary rustling leaves. 

And farewells to sweet flowers ; 
But dying years have never cast, 

Such gloom on Windsor's towers. 

Behold the train go slowly forth, 

A sad and stately band ; 
Old England's flower of chivalry. 

And spirits nobly grand ; 
One mighty grief bows all to-day. 

And rests upon the land. 

Well may the royal widow weep. 

Above the silent dead ; 
What loves ; what joys are buried there, 

What hopes for-ever fled ; 
Earth's treasures have no healing balm. 

O'er such a wound to spread. 
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Up with a mighty throb it soars, 

Her people^s cry to heaven, 
^^ Oh Lord, do thou Thyself bind up 

The heart which Thou hast riven, 
Oh I let Thy strength and love divine. 

To our bowed Queen be given. 

Then may the royal household be, 

Thine own peculiar care ; 
In everlasting arms of love. 

The unprotected bear, 
The husband of the widow be. 

Lord, hear a nation^s prayer. 

Oh ! strengthen our beloved Queen, 

According to each day ; 
In every sorrow, strait, and care. 

Be thou her constant stay. 
And may she wear the crown of life. 

That cannot fade away. 

On him, our youthful Prince of Wales, 
The hopes of England lean ; 

Keep him in wisdom^s holy paths. 
Attend him through each scene. 

And, oh, accept our earnest prayer, 
God bless our widowed Queen/' 
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"ALL THY WORKS SHALL PRAISE THEB, O, LORD! 
AND THY SAINTS SHALL BLESS THEE." 

ORTH from the chambers of the morn, 
™ ^ In all his glorious might ; 
^^1t^ Walks forth the sun while blessings crown 
His path of hving light. 




Nature her dewy face uplifts. 
To greet his joyous rays, 
And glad creation pealeth forth, 
Her matin hymn of praise. 

And from the springs of bounding hope, 

Above those golden skies ; 
The Christianas gladful note of song, 

Should still unceasing rise. 
This lovely earth with all its charms. 

To Him is surely given ; 
And all the untold pleasures found 

At God^s right hand in heaven. 

Oh Loving Saviour, on thy heart 

My worthless name is set ; 
All cold, all faithless as I am 

Thou never wilt forget. 
Then let it be my highest aim. 

Thy glorious name to bless ; 
Till spotless and redeemed I stand 

In Thy pure righteousness. 
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OLD LETTERS. 

J^fJL H cast them^ cast them not away^ 
^Wy There, hidden memories lie ; 
The sepulchres of many a day, 
A happy day gone by. 
How many a joyous hope was nurst. 

To which those lines gave birth ; 
The letters that were loved the first. 
And most of all on earth. 

For breathing touchingly and deep. 

The loved handwriting tells. 
Thoughts that frail memory cannot keep. 

Within her secret cells. 

Then cast them, cast them not away, 

As Time doth onward move ; 
By them alone the absent may. 

Speak forth a heart of love. 
And though, perchance, thou mayest think^ 

I say it all in vain; 
Yet letters add another link. 

To friendship's golden chain. 
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THE LILY 

HE Lily slept in her natal bower. 
Midst her leave's enfolding shade ; 
And the sunbeam glanced on the ivied tower. 

And crept through the mossy glade, 
Its radiance faint and fainter grew, 

As the dying day declined ; 
Her shroud was seen o'er the mountains blue, 
And her hearse was the fitful wind. 

And the Lily sighed ; for all light seemed gone 

From the earth, and heaven above ; 
Oh weary and sad was that peerless one. 

In the evening hour of love. 
Then she lifted her tiny chalice up. 

With its fringed waxen bell ; 
And a drop of dew in her lovely cup. 

From heaven's sweet fountain fell. 

New life seemed bom in the fragile stem, 

In the curve of each tapering leaf; 
As they shaded the beautiful crystal gem. 

That brought the sweet flower relief. 
And bending to earth in a cadence soft. 

She spoke, "When our hearts are riven. 
We have but to lift our dull eyes on high. 
And the dewdrop comes from heaven." 
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The sunbeam, the shade, and the balmy air, 

The soft, refreshing shower ; 
Had failed to awaken the feivent prayer. 

Of a thirsty evening hour. 
And He who the sunshine of life bestows. 

Doth also its shade impart. 
To sweeten the stream that from Jesus flows. 

To the thirsting human heart. 

RUNNYMEDE. 

I HE proud and daik-browed monarch 

checked his noble charger^s speed. 
And turned to gaze upon the bright green 

sward of Runnymede; 
Sweet Liberty was breathing in each pulse 
of life around. 
From the melting clouds above him to the daisy 
sprinkled ground. 

Did he think upon the action done that day of 

early spring. 
What waves into the future would its mighty 

ebbings bring? 
They would break upon the silence of Time's 

farthest, loneliest shore ; 
And echo through its caverns when he should be 

no more. 
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Did he think upon the baron proud^ the serf 

oppressed and poor^ 
The old^ the youngs the palace bom^ the dweller 

on the moor ? 
Her fetters then were broken^ and his hand had 

signed the deed. 
And Liberty stood victor on the sward at Runny- 

xnede. 

Ah ! little recked that stem one^ of the joyous 

chord that thrills. 
From the harp she struck so boldly over Albion's 

vales and hills, 
Besounding from her bulwarks while the distant 

nations bleed. 
For the gift*of her great Charter, on the sward at 

Runnymede. 

REDEMPTION. 

jHhk H world so beautiful ! oh sky and air, 
mtt^ Flowers ever sweet, 

^^ Temple of God ; for He had made you fair. 

Fair and complete. 
No thorn was hid amidst the blossoming flowers. 
No evil lurked in earth's unfading bowers. 
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Oh Eden ! beautiful thy gushing streams^ 

And verdant groves ; 
The glorious sun awoke with radiant beams 

A thousand loves. 
Birds carolled sweetly 'neath the cloudless sky. 
And man walked joyful — ^to his Maker, nigh. 

But sin came in — oh ! dark, dark, daring sin. 

It tried to hide. 
But earth and heaven took the mystery in. 

Creation sighed. 
The young flower felt it in its chilling breath. 
All nature trembled — ^for that sin brought death. 

And death brought life — how strange and yet how 
true. 

Life, endless life ; 
Not that which in sweet Eden^s bowers they knew 

Though free from strife, 
It was but earthly ; this was from above. 
This ever Uving ; ever lasting love. 

Oh ! wondrous plan of the eternal God, 

The Three in One ; 
Justice must stay her fell avenging rod, 

'' V\\ send my Son/' 
God speaks ; and lo the sinner's ransom's paid. 
The Father's wrath upon the Son is laid. 
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He is well pleased in His beloved Son ; 

And sin no more ; 
Or justice can repel the weeping one. 

At mercy's door. 
The sinless suflFered in the sinner's stead, 
The promised seed has biniised the serpent's head. 

Then, sinners, hear the glorious gospel cry, 

Hear the glad news. 
To you who are afar ; to you still nigh. 

Gentiles and Jews, 
The Saviour lives, who endless life bestows. 
From Him alone the living water flows. 

WHAT THE WINDS SAID. 

OUND and round thy dwelling, 
Mournfully we sigh ; 
Hear'st thou in the knelling, 
One long, last good-bye ? 
Hear'st thou not we're telling. 
That the year must die ? 

Come thou, drear November, 

Come lament thy sire ; 
Can'st thou fan one ember. 

Of life's smouldering fire ? 

Can'st thou, sad December, 

Wake his slumbering lyre ? 

h2 
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Come^ oh ! yellow leaflets. 

As ye lightly fall ; 
Come, oh ! dying flowerets. 

Come, ye sweet hours all, 
Make the dire procession. 

Following his pall. 

He is faint and feeble. 
Tottering down he goes. 

Fifty days will see him dead, 
'Neath the wintry snows. 

Skies that weep him as he sets. 
Hailed him when he rose. 

Listen, mortals, listen. 
We are wandering things, 

But we teach the poets. 
Truths the poet s'mgs. 

Bearing earthly lessons. 
On ethereal wings. 

Time is short and fleeting. 

Every hour is rife 
With the precious seed-time. 

Sow not wrong nor strife ; 
But the grain that beareth 

Fruit to endless life. 
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FOR EVER. 

(OR EVER— I look back and see. 
Thy heart of love had chosen me. 
Ere bright on high the planets rolled. 
Or time her varied seasons told. 

For ever — In Thy wounded side. 
My blood-bought, ransomed soul may hide. 
Nor hellish darts, nor earthly snare. 
Shall cloud its peaceful shelter there. 

For ever — In Thy home above, 
ril see Thy face and sing Thy love. 
And He who this sure promise gives. 
For ever, my Redeemer lives. 

AFTER THE RAIN. 

VENING comes dancing, 
^ Smiling and gay. 
Dashing the tear-drops 

From every spray. 
Flowers and birds, wooing 
Unto her train ; 
Forth she comes dancing 

After the rain. 
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Oh 1 what rich melody 

Thrilleth around. 
Fragrance, all beautiful. 

Wealth of sweet sound. 
Earth is overflowing 

Through her demesne. 
With grateful incense 

After the rain. 

Life has its sunshine. 

Beautiful hours, 
Love, joy, and friendship. 

Human-heart flowers. 
But there are shadows 

Crossing the plain. 
Can we be fragrant 

After the rain ? 

Oh 1 Thou whose presence 

True light imparts. 
Shine ever brightly 

Into our hearts ; 
Thine are the dtorm-cloads. 

Pleasure and pain. 
Help us to praise Thee 

After the rain. 
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FORGET THEE? 

ORGET thee T No, 'twould be in vain, 
From this fond heart thy form to 
chase, 

Though I may ne'er behold again. 
The smile that time can ne'er efface. 

Oh ! deem not love was made to be 

So cold, so wildly cast away ; 
Shall absence dry the falling tear, 

The wistful longings of to-day ? 

The surging ocean rolls between. 
And many hundred miles divide. 

But thou to memory art near. 
For ever Hving at my side. 

Oh 1 if for me thou hast one thought, 
One look to say thou lov'st me yet, 

Reproach me not with doubtful words — 
Believe I never can forget. 

" EIGHTEEN-SIXTY-ONE." 

HE sun went down in burning red. 

The bridal moon arose ; 
And on the hushed air of night, 
Were sounds Eke dying throesi 




112 

For in a forest far away^ 

I heard a stifled moan. 
An aged man was lying there. 

Who murmured ^^ Gone, gone, gone. 
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Slowly I glided to his side. 

My trembling lips apart, 
'^ Oh ! bowed one with rimy age. 

Wilt tell me who thou art V 
He fixed on me his beamless eye. 

His voice was strangely clear. 
The moon seemed pausing on her course. 

The stars seemed bowed to hear. 

" Who am I ? ask the drops of life, 

Vve measured out to thee 
From the great fountain of my heart. 

That soon shall silent be. 
Another year is welling up. 

From timers all changeful sea, 
I shall be buried in the depths 

Of dim eternity.^ 
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" Who am I ? ask the winds that break 

The midnight of the trees ; 
For every sound I brought to earth. 

Was echoed in the breeze. 
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Who am I ? ask the myriad words. 
Thy thoughtless lips have given ; 

Oh ! who can tell the weight of those. 
Now registered in heaven/' 

''Who am I ? ask the burning thoughts 

That mingled in thy brain. 
And woke to action day by day. 

To rivet that vast chain. 
Of good or evil, light or shade, 

Our hands for ever bind ; 
The smallest must a pleasure be 

Or leave a pang behind/' 

'' Who am I ? ask the quiet dead. 

The old, the young, the fair. 
Gaze on the monumental stone. 

And read thine answer there. 
My birth beheld them strong and gay. 

Life-radiance on their brow. 
Like me they pass away from earth. 

And oh ! where are they now V 

He ceased — I wiped the chilly damp. 

From oflF his forehead high. 
And listened for his feeble breath, — 

There came one, long, long sigh — 
All, all the past before me rose, 

All I had said and done — 
Nought but these records, now remain, 

Cf Eighteen-sixty-one. 
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IN MEMOSIAM. 
January 16, 1862. 

flOk OWN in the deep, dark mine, 
«|Ub Strong hands together plied. 

Their dreary task supporting those. 
Who on their strength relied. 

Down to the deep, dark mine. 

Advanced the angel death — 
They saw him come — those dauntless ones. 

They saw with faltering breath. 

Up from the deep, dark mine^ 

The voice of prayer arose ; 
It mingled with each lingering breath, 

'Twas hushed midst dying throes. 

Up from the deep, dark mine, 

Th' unfettered spirits fled ; 
How blest are they who shall awake. 

With all the holy dead I 

Down to the deep, dark mine. 

Descend the truly brave. 
Deeming their lives small sacrifice, 

A fellow-man to save. 
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Talk not of warriors bold ; 

Of glory won in stiife 
On blood-stained fields j the noblest aim^ 

Is saving human life. 

Forth to the hearts bereaved ; 

Sweet streams of feeling flow ; 
From all — from her our sorrowing Queen, 

Plunged in a kindred woe. 

Oh may the hearts that throb^ 

And long grief's tide to stem. 
Thank God with humbler gratitude, 

F^Mrall^His gifts to them. 

ABSENCE. 

KNOW not if the sunshine change 
I know not that the wild bees range 

From their appointed flower; 
I only know that every tree. 
Hath sadness in its strain foi) me. 
Since thou hast left the bower. 

I know not if the winning brook. 
Longs ever for a fonder look, 

Than that of sun beams bom ; 
I only know the light hath fled. 
The very laughing air seems dead. 

Since thou, since thou art gone. 
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I know not if the tireless sea^ 
Where snowy wreaths are wont to be^ 

Tires ever of his bride — 
But ah I I know this one sad things 
That life and love have taken wing^ 

Since thou hast left my side. 

SONG. 

** The heart's aye the part aye. 
That makes us right or wrong." 

BUBVS. 

IHE sky is dull and murky^ 
The sad winds murmur round ; 
And dirge-like sigh the leaflets^ 

That strew the moistened ground ; 
And yet^ though all is cheerless, 

I have a little song — 
*' The heart's aye the part aye. 
That makes us right or vnrong/' 

The sunshine sheds its glory. 

Upon the palace fair; 
It laugheth through the prison bars. 

It resteth every where ; 
The memory of its gentle strength. 

Lasts all the winter long; — 
" The heart's aye the part aye. 

That makes us right or wrong/' 
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The loving smile is genial. 

From kindred spirits shed. 
Each word of hope is gladsome, 

Upon life's pathway spread, 
How sweet to cheer each other. 

With courage true and strong; — 
''The heart's aye the part aye. 

That makes us right or wrong/' 

What reck we of the cloudlets. 

That dim a summer's day. 
One radiant beam outshining, 

Shall chase them all away. 
We'll cluster where the faithful. 

The noble minded throng; — 
"The heart's aye the part aye. 

That makes us right or wrong." 

There are some drooping spirits; 

We still may help to raise. 
There are some hours of heaviness, 

To turn to joyful days. 
There are some tender footsteps. 

To gently lead along ; — 
"The heart's aye the part aye. 

That makes us right or wrong." 
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We may be very powerless, 

Our every eflFort small ; 
But we can give a cheerful word, 

And loving smile to all. 
We must forget self-pleasing, 

And in God's strength be strong,- 
^'The heart's aye the part aye. 

That makes us right or wrong/^ 



And if He dwelleth in us, 

Whose presence is so bright. 
So real ; that it turneth all 

Life's shadows into light. 
Our way should be enlivened, 

By many a grateful song ; — 
'' The heart's aye the part aye. 

That makes us right or wrong.'^ 

SILENT MINISTRY. 

WOULD be like a sunbeam streaming 

Into a dark and dreary room; 
Shadows dispering — brightly beaming. 
Shedding radiance athwart the gloom. 

I would be like a brooklet flowing. 
Growing stronger upon my way; 

Sweet refreshment and joy bestowing. 
Singing and working day by day. 
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I would be like a calm lake, telling, 
From out my bosom's depth of light, 

Undimmed by clouds, or tempests swelling, 
Of heaven above, all fair and bright. 

I would be like a floweret, lowly. 
Lifting my chalice heart above ; 

Ere from that source so pure and holy. 
Draughts receiving of light and love. 

I would be Uke a dove, confiding, 
Only by One Love pinion-bound ; 

Still in its sheltering arms abiding, 
And seK-forgetting, shed joy around. 



"EIGHTEEN-SIXTY-TWO.^^ 

^T gurgled from the rock of Time, 

iDiP ^ ^ py^^^ ^^v^^^ ^^^^n > 

^^/tJt bore upon its laughing breast, 
The freshness of the spring ; 
Where'er its limpid footsteps sped. 
New joys arose to birth 
And out of Winter's chaos woke. 
The resurrection earth. 
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For some it rippled songs of hope, 

Of love and cheerfulness ; 
To others, lowly notes of woe, 

Of pain, and sore distress. 
But howso'er its waters lay, 

In sunshine or in shade ; 
'Twas the same light from heaven above. 

That on the surface played. 

It cooled the fevered brows of some. 

With its all-healing waves ; 
It swept above the cherished hopes. 

That fill earth's early graves ; — 
It bore the aged to his rest, 

The pallid to the tomb ; 
And deepened into joyous strength ; 

The cheeks of youthful bloom. 

And now with silent, solemn, roll. 

It nears the unknown sea ; 
From whence no mortal e'er returned. 

To tell what there may be. 
Fair ebbing river thou hast been, 

A teacher gravely true ; 
We ne'er shall see thy face again. 

Oh, Eighteen-sixty-two. 
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'TWAS EVENING. 

WAS evening; and the ocean called 

His syren waves to rest. 
Oh how caressingly they lie 
Upon his kingly breast. 

'Twas evening ; and the mother bird 

With fond and tender care ; 
Called on her little ones to list, 

To Nature's evening prayer. 

'Twas evening ; and the wilding Rose 

Slept on her bed of dew, 
While Philomel with dulcet note 

His lily love did woo. 

'Twas evening ; and the poet gazed 

Upon the sleeping flowers. 
Then, sweetly struck the lyre of youth. 

Inspired by those soft hours. 

'Twas evening ; and a gentle maid. 
With faint and quiv'ring breath 

Whispered and smiled — the whisper died ; 
The smile remained in death. 
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PASSING AWAY. 

ilS written in the evening cloud. 
The dying sunbeam's fleecy shroud. 
The queenly Cynthia's bridal veil. 
In quivering silver tells the tale — 

*^ Passing away/' 

'Tis written in the ocean wave ; 
Deep breathing from its coral cave, 
It dances in the foaming spray 
Passing away — Passing away, 

Passing away. 

^Tis on the rosebud's early bloom, 
It sleepeth on the lily's tomb, 
And in the poet's heaven-taught lore, 
It whispers now and evermore 

Passing away. 

f 

/ * 

EXPOSTULATION. 

HY should I sing of dreary hours. 

When all around is bright ? 
Why overcast a sunny mom, 
With shadows of the night ? 
The glad flower laughs to greet the sun. 

The wild bird's note is free; 
And all things breathe of life and light, 
And hopeful joy to me. 
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Love sheds upon my opening path, 

Her warm and blissful rays ; 
And^ basking in her radiant smile, 

What can I do but praise ? 
And ask Him for a grateful heart, 

To love Him still the best, 
Who thus the present joyful makes. 

Then trust Him for the rest. 
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I N ME MORI AM. 
March 10th, 1868. 

HEBE was a marriage feast. Amidst the 

hiUs 

That round the vale of Nazareth arise ; 
Lowly amongst Judea^s thousand homes. 
Fair Cana's hamlet in seclusion Ues. 



And One was there. A stranger in the land. 
Than all the sons of men He was more fair ; 

The Prince of peace, the King of kings was 
He; 
And yet He deigned His royal presence there, 



I 2 
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There is a marriage feastr Young stranger 
bride, 
TThat think'st thou of thy lovely English 
home, 
Where joyous welcomes fall upon thine ear. 
From village homestead, and firom stately 
dome ? 

Oh, prince and princess midst the guests that 
throng, 
To do you honour at this nuptial hour ; 
May He be with you, whose bright presence 
blessed 
That festive season with His love and power. 

There yet shall be a wondrous marriage feast, 
All pure and beautiful the spotless Bride ; 

From a far land the Bridegroom brings her 
home. 
And she shall sit rejoicing at His side. 

Oh may His choicest blessings crown your lot. 
His royal favour unto you be given ; 

And may you celebrate with His redeemed. 
The marriage supper of the Lamb in heaven. 
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«CAST THY BREAD UPON THE 

WATERS/^ 

" ^5 ^^'^ *^y bread upon the waters" — 
^J^ Wearily the teacher strove. 
In the dull cold hearts to waken, 

Interest for her tale of love. 
But — when many days had vanished, 

'Midst the white robM seraph band, 
Voices from the village school-house 

Swelled the songs of Zion's land. 

" Cast thy bread upon the waters'' — 

'Neath the tropic's burning zone. 
One went forth in weakness sowing. 

In that life-work all alone ; 
But — ^the haughty ones who scorned Him, 

As he laid Him down to die, 
Join with Him in loudest ohorus, 

'Midst the anthems of the sky. 

*' Cast thy bread upon the waters" — 
Night by night the mother prays, 

For her absent child imploring. 
Yet her loving Lord delays ; 
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But some word once heedless uttered. 
At that tender mother^s knee, 

Bursts upon his wakened spirit. 
And the fettered soul is free. 

" Cast thy bread upon the waters" — 

Clouds and tempests loom above- 
Round the roaring Uon stalketh ; 

But our Saviour^s voice is love. 
Far above where daylight dwelleth, 

Those who weeping sow in tears, 
Shall with golden sheaves be laden. 

When the harvest Lord appears. 

JULY. 

NEED not ask the reason why. 
There is such language in thine eye, 
Such bloom upon thy cheek July. 

Did not the lark at break of day 

Carol to thee his votive lay, 

As through the clouds he thrilled his way ? 

Bright heralds from the heavenly plain. 
Fair Cynthia and her bridal train. 
Came forth to lighten in thy reign. 
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Askance thy vivid glances threw, 
Into the skies a deeper blue^ 
Upon the flowers a wealthier hue. 

The blue bells ring a merry chime. 
The wild bee seeks the scented thyme, 
And murmurs forth a drowsy rhyme. 

The woodland birds are silent all, 
And nothing on the ear doth fall. 
But whetted scythe, or mower^s call. 

Save where the languid Zephyr floats. 
Wooing the trees to sylvan notes, 
So Uquid from their leafy throats. 

Oh stay with us — ^when thou shalt hie. 
We know the summer flowers must die ; 
Oh stay with us, warm, fond July. 

For oh how sadly we shall miss. 
The impress of thy fervent kiss, 
The breathing of thy passioned bliss. 

We cannot hope to keep thee here. 
Pride, darling of the lusty year ! 
For this we hold thy smile more dear. 
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WORD.PICTURES. 

LOVE. 

HE life-boat met the surging wa\res>. 
The crested foam ran high, 
Some eyes glanced tVards the angrjr 
deep. 
And others sought the sty — 
'' Too heavy/^ was the sailor^s word, 
^' One form must sink to-night. 
Or we shall perish ere the dawn 
Break into morning light.^ 
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There were fair girls and aged men. 

And youths of prowess bold. 
The lot fell on a gentle lad — 

But hst ! who crieth— " Hold V 
One with a lofty, sunny brow, 

And soul-enkindled eye, 
'' Hold ! spare the lad,^^ he calmly says, 

" I do not fear to die ! 

Perchance he may not have the hope 
That in my heart doth rest ; 

I soon shall see my risen Lord, 
And be for ever blest/' 
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One gurgling sound, one heavy roll- 
And where the wave was riven^ 

Ascended up a blood-bought soul^ 
A ransomed one to heaven. 




WORD-PICTURES. 

H0M.E. 

HERE the mother kneeleth 
At the hoiirrof prayer ; 
Where the strong man smileth 

On his dau^ters fair; 
Where young boyish footstq)s. 

Oft so fain to roam. 
Turn for love and shelter, 

This sweet spot is Home. 

Where the first light dawmeth 

Never more to sleep ; 
Where true love awaketh, 

Where young sorrows weep, 
Wherie all gladness centres. 

Where the broiling foam 
Of the world^s toil ceaseth, 

Thi&f sweet spot is Home* 
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Hallowed by the presence 

Of a mother's love, 
Father's strong affection. 

Time alone can prove. 
Where the clinging branches 

Twine ; — ^not grow alone, 
Where all beauty resteth. 

This sweet spot is Home. 

Be it e'er so lowly. 

Be it e'er so high. 
Love alone can light it, 

Cheer and sanctify ; 
Out into the world-tide 

Doth its sunshine roam, 
Wealth of music dwelleth 

In that sweet word. Home ! 

ALEXANDRA. 

'ARLING of the nation, 
Young and lovely bride. 
Into England's heart-holds 

Thou dost surely glide. 
See the grave, old city, 
Lighten up for thee, 
Wearing youthful joyaunce — 
Hymeneal glee ! 
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Earth unlocks her treasure. 

Ocean casts her pearly 
Old and young do homage 

To the graceful girl ; 
And the Queenly widow. 

With a smile and tear. 
Clasps thee to a bosom, 

Unconsoled here. 

Sunny Erin laugheth. 

While she gaily weaves. 
To thee a joyous welcome, 

Through her shamrock leaves. 
May the three-fold graces, 

In her Prmcess shine, 
And Jehovah Triune, 

Send her love divine ! 

Scotia's bonnie bumies 

Frolic through the dells ; 
In her hardy thistles, 

In her blooming bells. 
Lies a world of welcome — 

Hearty, strong, and bold. 
Wealth of honest greetings — 

Loyalty untold. 
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Even on the threshold 

Of thy gladsome life^ 
Dream'st thou of Time's shadows^ 

Of its earnest strife ? 
Will our thousand blessings 

Shelter thee from harm ? 
Canst thou lean unshaken 

On a nation's arm ? 

Ere the darkness falleth 

On a mom so bright — 
May God be thy portion, 

Thine eternal light 1 
May'st thou know the gladness 

Jesus' presence brings. 
And thy strength be strengthened 

By the King of kings J 

WORD-PICTUREe. 

SYMPATHY. 

'HEY sat together. Hand was clafiped in 
hand, 
With glances swift the heart can uoder- 
- stand; 
With falling teardrops each bequeathed to each, 

And silence reigned — more eloquent than speech. 




183 



One was a maiden^ child of fame and wealthy 
Whose graceful form was redolent of health ; 
But, whose upturned face of mute despair, 
Might change the sigh of pity to a prayer. 

The other was a bowed-stricken form, 
A tender plant uprooted by the storm ; 
Time's touch had turned the raven locks to grey, 
For years a widow — childless she to -day . 

Alone and friendless — for death's angry blast. 
Had quenched one bright young life her loved, 

her last ; 
And drooping near that tenement of clay. 
Her pent up heart-founts must at last give way. 

Alone and friendless — whose are those sad eyes, 
Floating in briny tears ? — whose those deep 

sighs ? 
Whose clasp is that so warm ?— doth that portend ? 
The awful shadow — life without a friend. 

It is no sorrow of her own that calls, 
That maiden's heavy sigh ; that tear-drop falls 
From out a heart untouched by selfish woe. 
The streams of sympathy all freely flow. 
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Ah, look upon them — ye who vainly deem. 
Such scenes as this a fantasy or dream ; 
Fear not to ope* aflFection^s channel wide. 
The flowing fountain, is the best supplied. 

Oh fairest girl — ^no joy that wealth bestows. 
Is balm like that thy gentle bosom knows ; 
In living only can we say we live. 
Receiving only when we freely give. 

The smile, the tear, the glance of pitying 

grace; 
The heart's own language in the truthful 

face; 
These sympathies to all are surely given. 
Oh let us use this bright, best gift of 

heaven. 



WORD-PICTURES. 

" FOUND DROWNED V 

eN the sad and lonely shore. 
Where the ebbing billows roar. 
Is a sand-besprinkled mound. 
With a tombstone marked "Found drowned.'' 
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It must be a baby^s grave. 
Guarded by the requiem wave, 
For it is a tiny spot — 
Careless strangers beed it not. 

If a mother passes by, 
She would heave an echoing sigh, 
Pressing closer to her breast, 
The frail life that there doth rest. 

But no human footstep roams. 
Here no track of living comes. 
Save the waves that murmur by. 
Or the sea-bird soaring high. 

Sculptured rudely on the stone. 
Stand these direful words alone — 
What a chord of thoughts they sound I- 
Mystic, musical, " Found drowned \" 

There were golden locks of hair. 
Twined round ladies^ fingers fair ; 
There were eyes of loving hue. 
Deep and wonderfully blue ; 
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There were dimpled smiles and tears. 
Fears and hopes for coming years. 
Tell us, oh ! ye winds that stray, 
Tell us, tell us, where are they ? 

Waves that wondrous tidings bear 
On your light course everywhere, 
Can ye not some tidings breathe ? 
Can ye not some tale bequeath ? 

But the waters answer not. 
Darkness hovers round the spot. 
All of mystery reigns around. 
And we only read, *' Found drowned V 



WORD-PICTURES. 

GATHERING BLACKBERRIES. 

ITH museful eyes, and curly head. 
And naked feet, comes little Ned, 
With changeful looks, now grave, now wild. 
He comes out first — the widow^s child. 
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There's Mina^ she has worlds of wit 
Although you might not credit it 
Concealed within that giddy brain, 
The blacksmith's daughter in the lane. 

And there's the little cripple Grace, 
She hobbles at a sorry pace ; 
Yet none would for the party care, 
If sunshine Gracie was not there ; 

She helps the little ones along. 
She's ready with a tale and song ; 
The largest berries, and most sweet, 
Are laid at stricken Grace's feet. 

There's Jack, a truant, wilful lad. 
He is not altogether bad ; 
His face is full of love and tmth. 
His faults will vanish with his youth. 

There's tiny Will, with pompous air. 
The basket is his weighty care ; 
He is the captain, though the least. 
The ruler of the gipsy feast. 

There's Mary, Alice, Nancy Low, 
There's laughing Sam, and toddling Joe ; 
And many little ones beside. 
Are crossing o'er the meadows wide. 
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They stoop beside the whimpling brook^ 
And at their sunny faces look ; 
Then gaily laugh^ and trot along, 
With pleasant chat and gleeful song. 

They now must start a mimic race, 
Joe stays behind with gentle Grace ; 
And all the others through the grass. 
With fairy footsteps lightly pass. 

At length the resting place is near, 
Wild Jack shouts forth a lusty cheer ; 
For peeping through the hedgerow trees, 
The little rogue rich berries sees. 

And now the ardent spoil is rife. 
Woe to the tiny insect's life ; 
Who, innocent of any wrong. 
Molests the little busy throng. 

What reck they that the brambles tear 
Their sun-burnt hands, their clothes, their hair- 
One object is their sole pursuit, 
To cull the luscious glowing fruit. 

And Grace is seated on the grass — 
She cannot pick the fruit, alas ! 
But she is happy in her nook. 
With wilding flowers, and story book. 
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She ivatches them at shadeless play. 
As joyous and content as they^ 
For lovoj and smiles^ and tender care^ 
Have made her sorrow light to bear. 

She bends to read some pleasing tale^ 
The breezes fan her forehead pale^ 
The voices of the children near, 
Fall like sweet music on her ear. 

There's first a laugh, and then a tap. 
Then showers of berries in her lap, 
And then the giver runs away ; — 
To whom must Gracie " Thank you*' say ? 

Tiring at length, they softly glide 
And take a seat at Grace's side. 
To hear the tale or pleasant song, 
And thus the moments pass along. 

But down the shadows slowly creep, 
Young Sam and Joe are fast asleep ; 
" And with such hands and lips, you know. 
We can't go home, and have them so." 

The little hands are in the stream. 
The splashing waters dance and gleam. 
But can they hide with thousand dips 
Those small blue hands and tell-tale lips 

K 2 
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Oh happy creatures ! childhood's fruit ! 
No wonder if the lyre was mate ! — 

It canH express, iu fitting lays. 
The rapture of such golden days. 

WORD. PICTURES. 

THE BLIND BOY. 

«£ never saw the morning sun 
Exulting in his kingly pride. 
He never saw the moonbeants^ smile, 
"WTien Ocean woke, and claimed his bride. 

But he has heard the song of birds, 
And glorious music of the sea ; 

Blind child, thou art not desolate, — 
Earth is not 'reft of joys for thee. 

There^s light upon thy placid face ; 

For thee the flowers choice fragrance bring. 
For thee are whispers in the air. 

And language in the trickling spring. 

What thoughts of beauty^s forms or sights 

Are in thy soul we cannot tell, 
Who gaze with ravished, longing eyes 

On forms and things we love too well. 
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The look of pride, of hate, or scorn 

(Earth's deeper shades), thou canst not see ; 

Heart sympathies arise and claim 
The privilege of loving thee. 

And He who veils those azure eyes, 
To thee a deeper sense has given ; 

His powerful voice commandeth " Light,'' 
And, lo, the shadows all are riven. 



ON FINDING THE FIRST GREY HAIR. 

October 11, 1862. 

il 9H Time ! that ever from our youth 
^^ Dost steal the early hours away — 
With earnest truth thou bringest me ; 
The very first grey hair to-day. 

Dost think that with th' approach of spring, 
Too much of morning brightness lies T 

And wouldst thou send a herald forth. 
To speak of evening's d&rkened skies ? 

Dost think that gravity becomes. 

The sun-lit circle of my years ? — 
Thus, midst the golden tinted leaves, 

A tiny withered one appears. 
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I know the leaves are falling ronnd^ 
"* I feel my life is in its bloom^ 
So hie thee hence thou weird grey hair, 
I feel that thou art come too soon. 

Too soon — ^for I would fain recall, 
The hours' to youthful folly given, 

And tread, with humbler, surer steps. 
The narrow path that leads to heaven. 

Too soon —no stiflPness in these limbs. 
No shadow yet has dimmed these eyes — 

Grey hair thine advent canH appal, 
I hail thee with a glad surprise. 

Just as the wandering zephyr plays. 
With yonder leaf upon the grass, 

I hold thee up thou silvery thing, 
And cannot frame the word '^alas V 

To hoayy hairs He^l carry me. 
Who rests in His eternal love, 

He^ll be my blessed portion here. 
My everlasting joy above. 

Then hie thee hence thou weird grey hair- 
Thou canst no darkening shadow bring, 

For though the brow be wintry cast. 
The heart may keep perennial spring. 
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AUGUST. 

AIL, regal August, hail, 
>Thy golden glances light the woodland 
shade, 
Thy glorious bounty crowns the hill and dale. 
Hail, nut brown maid ! 

What though the shadows grow. 
And Summer lays her beauteous garb aside — 
Thou dost the treasures of thy kingdom show. 

With queenly pride. 

The roseate apple peeps. 
From out the verdure of the bending tree, 
And where the pennate leaf so coyly creeps, 

Bich plums we see. 

The blushing berry glows. 
The crimson com flower in thine auburn hair. 
And round thy form, its careless beauty throws. 

The bind- weed fair. 

The waving com and grass. 
Like noble courtiers all around thee stand, 
The Naiad Lily stoops, a winsome lass. 

To kiss thy hand. 



144 



The wealth of earth is thine, 
Also the sadness of its fading flowers, 
The fulness of its glad^ning com and wine — 

Its waning hours. 

And ours thy glorious reign. 
Thy diadem of ever-v arying grace. 
The tinge of gladness not unmixt with pain. 

In thy sweet face. 

There, more expression lies, 
More of the eloquence that must beguile. 
Than in the jocund Spring's bewitching eyes. 

Or Summer's smile. 

We scarce can reason why. 
And yet we love to feast upon the rays. 
The glow of light half sad, from thy soft eyes 

Half glad, that strays. 

We know where thou dost tread, 
The merry Spring her wilful tresses tost. 
And Summer's early flowers are lying dead. 

To beauty lost. 

We feel where thou dost tread. 
Autumn will shortly lay her finger tips. 
And herald Winter with his visage dread. 

And icy lips. 
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Therefore we can but see, 
A pensive beauty o^er thy features cast. 
Yet oh, we still do hail ; do welcome thee. 

Our loved and last. 

Our loved one and our last. 
We see thee standing at the summer^s shrine, 
To bury the bright flowers of seasons past. 

Such task is thine. 

And we shall not repine — 
God hath all lovely in its season made, 
All things are ordered by His will divine. 

To bloom, or fade. 

To Him these hearts be given 
The lights and shadows of their varied hours. 
Blessing all round like gracious dews from heaven 

In grateful showers. 



SUMMER NIGHT. 

H Summer Night I Imperial maiden 
thou ; 
With soft rich beauty on thine ambien 
brow. 
Majestic steppmg in the wake of day, 

Hushing her toil, her cares and fears awpy. 
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The vestal roses languish with perf ame, 
Young incense bearers to the reigning moon^ 
E'en the inconstant breezes seem to feel^ 
The unobtrusiveness of thine appeal. 

The Owl whose symphony is not all sweet, 
Claims poet's license as a laureate meet, 
Wisdom personified, they say is mute — 
Better be silent, if we can but hoot. 

The Nightingale's full measure seems to be. 
Of heart-felt joy and love the melody. 
As if it were satiety of bliss, 
To live, to breathe, upon a night like this. 

The infant slumbers on its mother's breast. 
The tender lambkin in the fold doth rest. 
And weary men to whom no home is given, 
Best 'neath the guardian canopy of heaven. 

Oh silent welkin — stars for ever bright. 
Fair moon emblazoned on the crest of Night, 
What wondrous power and love do you unfold. 
Touching the heart with rapture all untold, 
Some stray notes falling from seraphic choir, 
All faintly echoed on an earthly lyre. 
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OCTOBER 

X%E throws his mantle o'er the sky, 
•^ He hides its veins of blue ; 

He brushes from the sloping mead 
The richness of its hue ; 
He strips the foliage from the trees. 
And chills them through and through. 

He leaves some roses here, and there. 

To tell that she hath been 
Who lately o'er this fading realm 

Hath reigned a festive Queen ; 
But they are scentless — ruthless one ! 

He is the thief I ween. 

The silver birch — the drooping ash — 
The oak — the poplar tall, — 

Out-shiver ; for his greedy hand. 
Is laid upon them all ; — 

Yet still the gentle ivy clings. 
And hides the mouldering wall. 

But like a never dying Hope, 
That midst Life's ruins springs 

Midst Beauty's wreck, and dreary hours. 
The cheerful Robin sings. 

Sweet harmonist, who fain would wake 
To tune discordant strings. 
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Our sweetest songs — our fairest flowers. 
Are born when suns are bright; 

And laughing hearts^ and glad^ning smiles^ 
Are children of the light ; 

But God can always give us songs 
To pass away the night. 

Then sad October haste along, 

For thou canst never bring. 
One real sorrow to our hearts, 

Or bid true joy take wing — 
For we are resting in the Hope 

The Promise of the spring. 



CHILD— LIFE. 

T was a precious earthly dower, 
A diamond rare, a wayside flower, 
Upreared in the domestic bower. 

Her life to four bright summers rolled. 
In changeful dimples shy and bold. 
In utterings of love untold. 

Her tripping footstep on the stair. 
The sunshine living in her hair, 
And quivering in her face so fair. 
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The voice that wandered into song, 
As limpid brooklets purl along — 
How on the memory they throng. 

The languor of her wondering eyes, 
All lavish of those sweet supplies, 
Of childish love, so true and wise. 

Now pleading with an angeFs grace. 
Now pouting with averted face. 
Or — foremost in the baby race. 

The leaf is withered on the tree, 
Night follows morn, and silently 
Death hushes life so fair to see. 

For silent is the home she trod^— 
The fairy form beneath the sod — 
The little life upbreathed to God. 
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THE POSTMAN. 

H I there he is across the street^ 
How many run with willing feet 
And others slowly sadly greet 

The Postman. 
For oh, what messages of woe. 
Into his leathern bag must go, 
What direful news he doth not know. 

The Postman. 

He cannot tell what he doth bear, 

Yet is his face devoid of care. 

He and his pack a thoughtless pair. 

The Postman. 

The father waits — a far off son 
Perchance the field of fame has won. 
He hears the news and smiles upon 

The Postman. 

The youthful maiden^s eye of blue. 

Says she expects a letter too ; 

Who hands to her the message true ? 

The Postman. 

And there from India's sultry plains. 
From Afric's land of slaves and chains. 
His pack some wondrous news contains. 

The Postman. 
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Prom France the country of the gay. 
From Alpine mountains hoar and grey 
He brings us tidings day by day. 

The Postman. 

Letters across the raging sea. 

From the fair shores of Araby, 

Or from the poles — what careth he ? 

The Postman. 

What recks he if be has not brought. 
The letter that has long been sought, 
With many an anxious fear and thought ? 

The Postman. 

He knocks at each appointed door. 
Where he has often knocked before. 
What recks he, should he knock no more ? 

The Postman. 

For still each mom and eve he bears, 
A weight of sorrows, joys, and cares. 
Yet all indifferent his airs. 

The Postman. 

He treadeth on from day to day. 
Most carefully his destined way, 
With little thought and less to say. — 

The Postman. 
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THE TWO CITIES. 

ORNING from out her gates of gold, 
"^ Flashed forth in burning ray, 
v^The city's waves of being, rolled 
Into another day ; 
To hours of unknown joy and strife. 
To silent death — or busy life. 

Age — ^bearing on its silvery crown, 

The snows of wintry hours. 
With tottering gait — and feeble voice. 

And surely ebbing powers. 
Almost released from earthly toil. 
Yet clinging to its warfare spoil. 

Manhood — ^with earnest searching glance. 

Into the future's scene ; 
Scarce feeling that he spendeth all, 

And liveth in a dream. 
Grasping the bubbles of to-day, 
To-morrow's sun's shall melt away. 

Fair children — whose unwrinkled brows 
Shine gladness, though around, 

Wierd poverty, and darkening sin, 
And awful crime are found ; 

Like sunbeams playing on a tomb. 

Or peeping through a prison's gloom. 
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But where that restless heaving surge 
Breaks on Timers changeful shore, 

A quiet, lonely city stands, — 
Inside its open door 

The cares, the woes of hearts that weep. 

Are silenced in a dreamless sleep. 

Ther3 youthful love bows down and sighs, 
Beside some flower-strewn grave. 

And mothers clasp their burning hands, 
As if that clasp could save, — 

For pomp, and wealth, and love essay 

To light that Valley's gloomy way. 

Yet contemplation loves to stray 

From being's restless tide , 
From all earth's palpitating cares. 

To cast a glance aside. 
And wander with a noiseless tread. 
In that sweet city of the dead. 

He is not there^-our risen Lord 

Ascended up on high^ 
Rich earnest that His purchased flock 

Shall never, never, die. 
His voice enquireth, "Wherefore weep?" 
The friends of Jesus do but sleep.^ 



ji 
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HOPE. 

Tjj\HOUGH many summer suns may set 
^^ And flowerets cease to bloom ; 
Hope on her throne is seated yet, 
She soars beyond the tomb. 

Her eyes are ever full of light, 
Her brow with roses crowned ; 

There is no dark or stormy night, 
Where gentle Hope^s not found. 

Though sorrow to the heart of love, 

A lesson sad may teach; 
Hope points to better worlds above, 

Where sorrow cannot reach. 

May this immortal Hope be mine, 

My heart and flesh to cheer. 
Assuring me though friends decline, 

A heavenly home is near. 

In youth may I for ever love. 

Fair Wisdom's pleasant way, 
Then Hope shall point to realms above. 

Through life's declining day. 
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^^AND I LOOKED/^ 

AND Lo, A Lamb stood on the Mount Sion, 
AND WITH Him an hundred forty and 
four thousand, having His Father^s name 
written on their foreheads. 

Rev. XIV. 1. 

F thou dids't read it on his infant brow, 

As cahn he lay upon thy tender breast, 

Fond mother could^st thou deem him all thine 

own — 
That no one else thy precious boy possest ? 



Oh ! anxious father did^st thou read it there 
When, daily bending at the throne of grace, 

The prayer of faith ascended that thy child 
Might early seek the loving Saviour^s face ? 



Hushed is the voice that thrilled like music^s 
chords. 

And sweetly fell upon thy charmed ears ; 
But it was formed His endless praise to swell, 

Who liveth now to dry the mourner's tears, 

l2 
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How void of expectation is the air, — 

His lithe form bounds not at the opening door. 

But he is gazing on the Lamb once slain. 
And treads heaven's portals — to go out no 
more. 

Oh comfort ye, beloved of the Lord — 

"Who sleep in Jesus, God will surely bring — 

The Saviour watches o'er his ransomed dust. 
The mortal shall to life immortal spring. 

Fair flower — snatched from you in his beauty'* 
bloom, 

The skilful gardener planted him above ; 
He must the fruitful branches duly prune. 

And shelter the young objects of His love. 

Then raise to Him the hearts that trembling 
droop. 
May He within their void recesses dwell ; 
And through eternity your grateful strains. 
Shall be '' Oh I Lord, thou hast done all 
things well." 



157 




CHRISTMAS CHIMES, 

AR above the mighty city, 

Gleam the silent patient stars, 
Smiling on each noble palace, 

Streaming through the prison's bars ; 

Here the glittering belts of Saturn, 

There the fiery shield of Mars. 

Underneath that dome of glory. 

Where eternal censors glow. 
Sounds of never ceasing footsteps. 

Like a mighty river's flow. 
Break upon the evening vespers — 

Some are hasty, others slow. 

From the wealth of towering steeples. 
Frolic forth the gladsome notes 

Mingling in the frosty welkin. 
While an echo upward floats. 

Sweet and thrilling — ^blithely guslhing. 
From some tender childish throats. 



158 



Ah ! could we unveil the mystery. 
Of the world of spirits there ; 

What would be the thoughts of joyaunce ? 
What the utterings of despair, 

Ebbing in unconscious conflict, 
On the clear December air ? 

In a dreary, cheerless, chamber, 
'Neath the clamour of the bells ; 

Sits a woman, fair and fragile. 
Lonely in a crowd she dwells, 

Time upon her silvery tresses. 
Tracks of sixty winters tells. 

By the slowly waning embers. 

Sadly, musingly, she sits. 
From her hand she drops the stocking, 

Which at eventide she knits. 
And the past before her vision. 

In its chequered dream-light flits. 

And she thinks of tiny stockings. 
Hung in childish trust at night 

To be filled with love's overflowing, 
And received with youth's delight — 

Now a mother's kiss she feeleth. 
Then a father cheers her sight. 
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And before her mental vision^ 
Gomes a festive^ nuptial hour^ 

Surging out its vivid gladness^ 
From the hoary ivied tower ; — 

And the blessing softly uttered. 
Glory q{ the bridal dower. 

Then the forms of clinging children, 
Round the lonely mother rise ; 

Sunlit smiles — and lips upturning 
Glistening tears from drooping eyes ; 

Slender girls with trustful glances, 
Boys in youthful prowess wise. 

One by one she sees them stricken. 
One by one she sees them die ; 

Do those bells ring out so gladly 
Where her little sleepers lie ? 

Where her youthful love is buried 
Do they mock her widowed sigh ? 

Then she lifts a well-worn volume — 
By her taper^s flickering light 

Reads the words awakening rapture 
To her oft-beclouded sight ; 

'^ My Redeemer lives" she whispers. 
And her aged face grows bright. 
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Now the bells seem all of rapture. 
And the bappy spirit soars 

Wbere tbe sounds of angels harping 
Echo over golden floors^ — 

And the hope of resurrection 
All her buried joy restores. 

When the morning wakens newly. 
Far beyond the golden cloud 

One more voice the new song swelletb 
In the Saviour's praises loud, — 

And the hirelings wrap her body 
Coldly, in the pauper's shroud. 



Ruddy gleam the hues of evening. 
Where the rustic village lies ; 

And the leafless trees outspreading 
To the poet's ravished eyes 

Seem like some immortal fretwork 
'Gainst the azure of the skies. 

From the quiet homes are shining. 
Lights of welcome, far and near ; 

Harbingers of hours of pleasure, 
Earnest of the Christmas cheer — 

How the wanderer doth hail them, 
Coming o'er the moorland drear. 
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From a lordly hall ancestral 

Do the lights and shadows glance. 

Making spectres of the elm trees 
That against the windows dance, 

When the light winds are their coursers 
And around the dwelling prance. 

There the yule log blazes brightly, 
And around the wassail bowl. 

Gaily laughs the sportive maiden. 
And the youth whose fiery soul 

Kindles — as the old, conversing, 
Speak of hours that from them stole. 

But the mother's eyes are tearful. 
And her thoughts are far away. 

Where upon the beetling head-lands 
Oceans waves in fury stray — 

And she hears the billows roaring 
'Midst her children's careless play ; 

For one seat beside the ingle 

Is unoccupied to night ; 
One voice missed in that sweet carol ; 

What is all the wealth of light 
To the laughing, dewy, lustre 

Of her sailor's eyes so bright ? 
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But a form is at the portal^ 
Gazing on that happy scene^ 

Down his cheek hot tears are flowing. 
Which he vainly tries to screen — 

'Tis the mother's absent treasure^ 
'Tis her sailor boy I ween. 

When the chimes resounded gaily 
Floating over dales of fern — 

O'er the meadows ; o'er the moorland- 
Happy hearts in rapture bum, 

For the Christmas Eve is lighted 
By a wanderer's return. 



Where the Bosphorus repeateth 
Waves on waves in clouds of foam ; 

Where the silvery Alma windeth. 

Where the ruthless whirlwinds roam, 

Doth the thrilling cry " To Battle " 
From a stem commander come. 

On they rush, the flowing legions — 
And the mighty sea of plumes 

Throws its desolating waters 
Wafting into gory tombs 

Those for whom fond hearts are bleeding- 
Those for whom young Hfe consumes. 
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Cold and famine^ pining sickness^ 
Homeward longings hour by hour ; 

Working in the gloomy trenches — 
Sentried on the battle tower ; 

Or at night the watch-fires tending 
Where the sullen outposts lower. 

In his martial cloak enveloped^ 

Gazing on the starlit skies 
Sits a pallid youth — ^around him 

Many a stalwart warrior lies 
Sleeping — but his brain is burning. 

And wild fever lights his eyes. 

For the vivid spells of midnight. 

Paralyze his weary heart ; 
Louder sounds than cannons roaring. 

Deeper pangs than lancets smart, 
For the chimes of home and Christmas 

On his anxious hearing start. 

Oh the merry bells are chiming — 
And the watching planets seem 
Each a beacon fire directing 

Where the light of home doth gleam- 
But the chilling air around him 
Scares away the joyous dream. 
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Beatk bdbre him ^bosdy standetk— 
liVlik beyond the aer^ring ware 

l^ond uxu stretch in Tsin to dasp him^ 
Arms wboar ray tondi could save — 

Bat b et wee n is jawning coldly 
An inentaUe loaTe. 

To the cold nnshieldiiig heather. 
Recess of stem Duty's call. 

He resigns his weary body 
While the dawning Taponrs fall — 

And the Christmas morning breaketh 
In the same soft light cm all. 



Hasty footsteps trample o'er him, 
Blood in cruel torrents pours ; 

Bound, the horrid din of battle 
In its awfiil thunder roars — 

But his now unfettered spirit 
Far above its fury soars. 

Still his name is softly whispered 
At the mom and evening prayer ; 

Chastened joy is their's who gather 
In the Christmas feast to share — 

Like a harp with one string broken — 
Or the blight in rosebud fair. 
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And they see not in the distance 
While the yule log brightly glows, 

While the ivy droops above them. 
And the holly's lips of rose 

Mingle with the maiden's tresses 
And the hair of wintry snows. 

That the darling of their bosoms 
In the darkness of the night 

Yielded up his loving spirit 
By the watch-fires waning light 

And the form so dearly nurtured 
Trampled in the cruel fight ; 

For the Christmas chimes may tell not, 
And the glittering stars are still — 

May the mourners' hearts be bowed 
To His all prevailing will. 

Who with draughts of joy and sorrow 
Doth the Christmas flagon fill. 



6^::^J^'c)^^«<c) 
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THE SPIRIT OP POESY. 

HE is a fickle thing- 
How oft when wooed, she tumeth quite 
away. 
How dull the song — ^how tuneless is the strin 
She doth not sway. 
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How waywardis her choice J 
She doth the noble, and the rich discard^ 
And makes the peasant lad her gushing voice^ 

Her gifted bard. 

Her inspiration lies 
In earth, in heaven, and the ocean wild; 
There leadeth she with wondrous loving eyes 

Her chosen child. 

Who deeply feels 
All joys — all sorrows of this chequered earth ; 
Yet would not change them for the thoughtless 
peals 

Of hollow mirth. 

Oh rapture all unknown — 
Oh sorrow, for the fading leaf and flower, 
We cannot fail to bow before thy throne 

And own thy power. 
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TO-MORROW. 

SK the gay child, who, bounding o^er the 

mead 
Kisseth the lingering dew-drop from the 

rose; 
If he has hung delighted on that word ; 

No^-see, the present hour has every 
thought, 
'Tis that which danceth in his liquid eye 
And finds an echo in his truthful soul. 

Ask the young student, he who toils by night 
To win the honours of the classic field, 
And crown his brow with never dying fame ; 
Oh yes — ^he clings to it with feverish hope, 
For then his brightest dreams shall be fulfilled. 
And the world bow to Genius on her throne. 

Ask the young mother, as she fondly bends 
Over the cradle of her dying babe ; 
Watching the smile that lights his pallid face 
With an unearthly lustre — see she lifts 
Her eyes to heaven — and answers with a tear. 
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Ask the worn pilgrim of this weary worlds 

And he will tell thee of fair seasons spent 

Never to be recalled — ^bright hopes of youth 

Nipt in the bud ; of disappointed love 

Never to fill the vacant heart again 

With its soft winning music. 

Ask of him— experience sitteth on his wrinkled 

brow — 
And he will tell his musings deep to thee. 



INA. 

(an allegobt.) 

** HOW SHOULD THB IKFISITE BB UKDBB8T00D DT 

TIMBr 

AD wave sighing^ 
Light breese flying, 
Young flower dying, 

What are ye V 
" Youthful maiden, 
Prom Love's Aden, 
Laughter laden. 

Come and see/' 
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And thy brow will lose its gladness^ 
And thy dark eye droop in sadness^ 
Sages say earth^a mirth is madness^ 

" Come and see/* 
And the weird-like echo answered, 

'^Come and see," 
And the silvery brooklet lispered, 

^^Come and see/* 

Ina lingered by the fountain, 
Listening to her dreamy question 
Answered by the haggard mountain. 
Answered by the roaring sea. 
Till all nature seemed to murmur 

" Come and see/* 

Then she rose — but straightway pondered 
Where her tiny feet should hie. 

And a soul-fed anxious question 
Trembled in her tearful eye, 

While the fountain seemed to answer 

" Gro not — for that were to die/* 

Clasping then her hands beseeching; 

" Fountain, I have known thee long, 
I have played in happy childhood. 

In the music of thy song, 
I have slept, and dreaming, waking, 

All thy mem*rie8 round me throng ; 
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Tell me^ if I leave tkee lonely. 

Tell me am I doing wrong V 
And the weird-like eebo answered 

" Doing wrong/' 

" Can I hear the distant throbbing. 

The pulsation of the sea ? 
Can I miss the summer zephyr 

When it wanders far from me ? 
Can I see my lilies perish 

Knowing not why these should be ? 
Oh, the new-found, unknown anguish. 

Of this heart-deep mystery/' 
Then she sank beside the fountain. 

Laid her head upon the lea. 
While the opening mind within her 

Struggled, fluttered, to be free. 

Then she slept. — ^Wake not fair maiden. 

Dream of all thine early joys, 
None have come to spoil thy rapture, 

Telling thee of fragile toys ; 
None have hushed the song of gladness 

Quivering on thy rosy lips ; 
None have dashed the cup which Nature 

Holds — while Ina smiles and sips ; 
No, thy sun has all its glory. 

Never knowing an echpse. 
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Then the blushing bridal evening 

Tipped, and tinted all the vale. 
And the tireless fountain's playing 

Lulled the sleeper; now so pale^ 
That she looked like her dead lily 

Drooping^ passionless, and frail ; 
Save the little heaving bosom. 

Uttered forth a living tale. 
Showing an immortal spirit 

Breathed upon the passing gale. 

" Chatter, chatter,'' said a magpie, 

" What a fairy form is here," — 
Then she raised one hand and passed it 

O'er her forehead fair and clear. 
Rubbed her partly opened eyelid. 

Brushed away the falling tear ; 
For her dreams had been o'ershadowed. 

By an early wakened fear ; 
And she seemed in one short minute 

To have lived a changeful year. 

* Rising partly — then reclining 
At the foot of an old oak ; 
First she gazed into the heavens. 
Where the silvery moon awoke, 

k2 
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Then again the mind enquiring 

Never slumbering outspoke^ 
^' Where's the lordly sun I wonder ? 

Whence have those bright moon-beams 
broke V 

And the fountain sighed and shuddered^ 

And the tiny brooklet wept. 
And the moon behind the mountain^ 

'Neath a shade of cloudlets crept^ 
And the wind through all the branches 

In a voice of groaning swept; 
But the little flowers replied not 

For in innocence they slept. 

Yet young Ina was determined, 

Lured by her awakened will ; 
Teased and troubled by her spirit 

Which could never more be still. 
And with the first tear of sorrow. 

Did her brilliant dark eye fill; 

Yes, that night, alone and lonely 
Left she brook, and fount and all, 

Left the tender light and shadow. 
That did e'er so sweetly fall. 

Left them for the sea of sorrow. 
Left them for the mountain squall. 
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Left the truthful pleasant echo^ 
Left what she could ne^er recall. 

Yes alas she left them lonely, 
Weeping — yet so do we all. 

Night approached — the dark pine forest. 
Scarcely showed the sky ahove ; 

Moonbeams entered not to light it. 
Fountains whispered not in love, 

Yet through this the tender footeteps 
Of the gentle Ina rove. 

What a mist of briars and brambles. 
Stony ground and endless trees. 

No soft greensward here to rest on. 
No fresh undulating breeze. 

Hardly through the tangled thicket 
Ina could her slight form squeeze. 

On, and on, and on, untiring. 

Still she wandered through the wood. 
Till within a mountain valley. 

Rich and beautiful, she stood 
And the moon shone out so brightly, — 

Never in her gayest mood. 
Did the maiden feel more joyful. 

Fancy whispered, " This is good.'' 
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Down she lay to rest and dmnber, 

(Calm and beaatiful the night) 
Dreaming of the fresh and lovely. 

Forms of new and strange delight. 
Such as ne'er before had ravished 

Her nntatored, earnest sight, — 
When she woke the son was beaming 

On her conch with rosy light. 

But her head was very heavy. 

And her brain confused and wild ; 

Near her flowed a little brooklet. 
Which in radiant dimples smiled. 

And in silvery accents whispered, 
" Who art thou, thou fairest diild V 



*' Fairest V^ Ina then repeated, 

'^ Dost thou say that I am fair ? 
Do not all possess my features ? 

What is in my waving hair V 
Then she gazed into the water, 

With a wild, half-smiling stare. 
And beheld her fairy figure 

In its beauty mirrored there. 
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** Child ; and wherefore didst thou wander ? 

From what bright^ unfading bower ? 
Never on my grassy bosom 

Was so beautiful a flower^ 
I have sung and watched thy sleeping^ 

Through its last sweety peaceful hour, 
Hasten to thy home, oh, strayed one, 

Here are winds of chilling power/' 

*' Ah,*' said Ina, '* I have wandered 

Just to learn the ocean's sigh ; 
To find out why my loved flow'rets 

Seem but bom to fade and die ; 
Why the sun doth rise so surely. 

And the moonbeams in the sky; 
Why the breeze doth ever wander 

From before my watchful eye ; — 
Oh, could I but find the reason, 

Could'st thou, could'st thou tell me why ? 



Thus she spoke with eye uplifted. 
Earnest brow and glowing cheek. 

Hands fast clasped and quiv'ring motion, 
Heart as if with care 'twould break. 
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** Wilt thoa hare me 6x thy teacher ? — 
Follow me thioii^ waste and wild ?— 

Follow me in storm and sunshine ? — 
list my teaching, — gentle child ? — 

Ne'er resist my timely warning V* — 
Ina bowed her head and smiled. 

Then the brooklet flowed on slowly. 

And, at lightly at its »de 
Ina stepped and viewed it growing 

In its progress deep and wide. 
Glancing in that tmthfiil mirror 

On her lovely form vrith pride. 

Far aroond her feet were blooming, 
Flowers of every scent and hue. 

Fruits she plucked and ate rejoicing. 
And still fairer, brighter grew. 

While the sky showed not a cloudlet 
To o'er-shade its deepening blue. 

On, and on, and on untiring, 

Tripped she through this region fair, 

Blushing 'neath the breeze^s kisses. 
As they sported through her hair. 



-.» 



177 

Wreathing her young brow with chaplets. 
Resting here, and slumbering there, — 

Thus on wings of unmixed gladness. 
Time the glowing mom did bear. 

But the day from out the chambers. 
Of that mom came on apace ; 

And the hot sun, ever beaming 
On the maiden^s brow and face. 

Made her gaze around, inquiring 
For some shady resting place. 

But no tow'ring tree or mountain. 

Offered her a cool retreat ; 
And she saw the flowerets panting, 

Djring ^neath the buming heat. 
While the pulses on her temples. 

Fever-stricken, wildly beat. 

Then she whispered to the brooklet, 

" Tell me prithee where to go '" 
But the mocking little ripples 

Laughed and answered in their flow, 
'' Why so early art thou weary ? 

Why so sadly would^st thou go ? 
Thou wilt loathe the wished-for shadow. 

When the evening sun is low.'' 
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Then the boming tear-drops glistened. 

Veiling all the brilliant day. 
Bat the wild breeze came and soothed her. 

Kissed the falling gems away, 
And a smile of love and beauty 

Bomid her lips began to play. 

Then she lay, and rested sweetly. 
In soft guardian sleep's embrace. 

And the zephyr blew so gently. 
Cooling, scenting all the place, — 

When she woke its native gladness. 
Beamed on her expressive face. 

But while she was idly dreaming — 

To a mighty rushing flood 
Grew the fairy singing brooklet, — 

And she noticed as she stood, 
That the earth with stones and brambles. 

Was overspread for many a rood. 

Chill winds through the haughty branches 
Of the trees together moaned, 

And the dead leaves rustled bleakly. 
While the lordly sun dethroned 

Sank behind the shadowed mountains, — 
Ina hid her face and groaned. 
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And the river wildly uttered^ 

'' Ina, thou must follow me, — 
I will lead thee to the ocean. 

To the never-ending sea. 
Where thou'lt learn, what earth unfolds not. 

In that deep eternity. 

Thou wilt learn why wayward zephyrs, 

Kiss when bloom is in the eye ; 
Why the blushing flowers out- live not. 

Blights from sorrow's scorching sky ; 
Why the shade is often shelter ; 

Why thou, too, thyself must die*' — 
Ina followed sadly, slowly — 

Night descended from on high. 



Near the ocean, the soft moonbeams. 
Streamed upon a new-made grave. 

Peaceful as their mild efiulgence. 
Or the requiem of the wave — 

Now the longing spirit gaineth 
Knowledge, life, nor beauty gave. 
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THE GRAVE. 
From the German of Salis. 



HE grave is deep and still. 
Its brink is dread and lone. 
It covers with a gloomy veil, 
A land that is unknown. 



The nightingale^s pure song, 
Breaks not the stillness there. 

The verdant moss alone receives. 
The flowers the mourners bear. 

In vain above its shadow. 

The youthful bride may weep j 

The orphans cry of anguish 
Breaks not its dreamless sleep. 

But only through this portal. 
The heart with woe opprest, 

From earth's deep care and sorrow, 
Can reach the longed for rest. 

For oh that fond heart never. 

Its fill of joy can greet. 
Till hushed is its emotion. 

And it has ceased to beat. 
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SONG. 
Fbom Herder. 

W lovely, lovely, is the earth. 
The little birds can tell j 
On lightsome wings upspringing. 
In yon blue heaven singing, 
Where joy and gladness dwell. 

How lovely, lovely, is the earth. 

Each rippUng river knows; 
Each lake upon whose tranquil breast. 
The changing cloudlets seem to rest. 
Painted in radiant glows. 

Its beauty poets, and painters know, 

And many a one beside — 
Who painteth it not, he singeth — 
Who singeth it not ; it springeth 
In his heart a joyous tide. 
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THE CASTLE BY THE SEA. 
From Upland. 

" Iw^ ^^'^ ^^^^ *^** castle seen, 
•'^* Where ocean waves do muse. 
And clouds above it beam 
Of gold and roseate hues ? 

" It smiles in majesty. 

On the bright wave below, 
And oft aspires to be, 

Where clouds of evening glow. — 

^^ I have that eastle seen, 

'Tis where the wild waves are. 
The queenly moon I ween 
Smiles through the mist afar. 

" The winds and waters all 
Resounded in their glee. 
Didst hear, from that high hall 
The voice of melody ? 
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" The winds and waters all 
In peaceful rest did lie, — 
A groan from that high hall 
I heard with tearful eye. 

^^And didst thou see them go, 
The king and his fair bride,- 
The rosy mantles flow — 
The golden crown of pride ? 
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Led they not, gladly, one 
A lovely maiden there. 

Beautiful as the sun. 
Radiant in golden hair ? 



" I saw the parents go. 

Without the crown's bright glare. 
In sable garb of woe. 
But not the maiden fair/' 
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THE WAVE. 



FBOM TIBDOS. 




HITHER, whither, tiny wave 
Dost thou now so madly rave f 
Rushing from thy mountain cave. 



Oh ! I am the wave of life. 

Burdened with its sad commotion, 

I would flee the scene of strife. 
And be lost in yonder ocean ; 

Woes, that time did on me place. 
That sea^& waters must erase. 
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THB BOY AT THE BROOK. 
From Schilleb. 

Y a brooklet; weaving flow'rets 

Into chaplets, sat a boy. 
Grazing on the rushing waters. 

Bounding in their mimic joy. 
Just as restless, and as fleetly. 

As those waters, pass my hours ; 
And my youth as quickly fadeth. 

As that blooming wreath of flowers. 

Why I sorrow thus — oh, ask not ! — 

In the time of youthful glee. 
All is joyous, all is hopeful. 

With the gladsome springtide free ; 
But, alas ! those thousand voices. 

Of the yoimg awakening spring. 
To my spirit heavy-laden 

Only sorrow's echoes bring. 

What availeth all the gladness. 
Lovely Spring doth offer me f 

One alone can bring me rapture. 
Near — ^yet far away is she. 
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My fnll heart but sees a shadow 
Mocking pleasure at my side^ 

All in vain its ardent longings^ 
It remains unsatisfied. 

Wilt thou come^ oh, fiiend beloved. 

Thy proud castle home forsake f 
With bright flowers, thy pathway hither 

I will bright and fragrant make. 
Hark I the brooklet's silvery falling, 

Woodland songsters charm the air, 
'Neath the lowly roof is shelter 

For a loving, faithful pair. 



THE WAVE AND FLOWER. 



From Buckebt. 
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WEET companion of each hour. 
To the wave soft sighed the flower, 
*' Do not leave my sylvan bower. 
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But the wavelet murmured low^ 
" I must through the pastures flow^ 
Wander with the brooklet free. 
Mingle with the mighty sea. 
Then return in drops of dew. 
Lovely little flower, to you.'' 




SONNET TO MAY. 

FbOM GrOETHE. 

OW nature smiles 

In every bower. 
How beams the sun. 

How laughs the flower; 
Rich blossoms spring 

From every tree 
And thousand voices 

Welcome thee. 

Joy and delight 

Each heart doth share, 
Oh earth, oh sun, 

Ob mirth, oh air, 

ir2 
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Oh love, fair love. 
So golden bright. 

Like morning clouds 
On yonder height 

Thou blessest all 

Upon this earth. 
The blossoming trees 

In dewdrop birth. 
Oh, maiden, maiden, 

I love thee ! 
How beam'st thine eye I 

How lov^st thou me ? 

As loves the lark 

To sing in air. 
And morning flowers 

To revel there 
So I love thee. 

With ardent truth. 
Who giv^st me courage, 

Joy, and youth. 
And songs that still 

Delight to prove 
How happy he 

Whom thou dost love. 
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GIVE ME THY HEART. 
Fbom Spitta. 

HOU Lord, possessing all. 

Prom whom I all receive. 
Thou fountain of eternal life. 
Through which I daily live ; 
I would most freely bring 
My choicest gift to Thee ; 

And yet I know not what it is 
That thou would^st ask of me. 

'' Give me, oh son, thy heart.'' — 

Thou speakest — ^yet, oh say 
What wilt thou with this weary heart 

O'er which I mourn each day f 
My weak, my wayward heart. 

All sin and worldly care, 
All cowardice and proud disdain — 

What see'st thou precious there 7 

And thou dost this demand. 

Before all gifts of mine ? — 
Take it, unworthy as it is, 

My heart, oh Lord, is Thine. 
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Oh wilt thou make it pare^ 
Revive its feeble breath, 

And make it for Thy honour meet. 
And faithful unto death. 




PATIENCE. 
From Spitta. 

SILENT angel moveth 
Upon this world of ours, 
IGrod sent him here to gladden. 
With sunshine sorrows showers. 
Oh ! follow 'neath the shadow. 
Of his o'er spreading wings ; 
For joy. and grace, all softly 
The angel *' Patience " brings. 

He'll lead thee safely, surely. 

Through all earth's cares and woes. 

And whisper of a period. 
That naught of sorrow knows. 
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And shouldst thou grow faint-hearted, 

He will his courage share, 
And showing good in all things. 

Help thee thy cross to bear. 

To bitter pain and anguish. 

He soothing will impart. 
And bathe in deep humility. 

The proud and restless heart. 
At all times he will brighten. 

The darkest hour to thee. 
And heal each wound most surely. 

Though slow that healing be. 



He comforts — ^but ne'er chideth. 

The tear drops that will fall ; 
He mocketh not thy longings. 

But sheddeth peace o'er all. 
When 'midst the tempest's raging. 

The murmuring heart says " Why ? 
He smiling pointeth upward. 

Yet deigneth no reply. 

He may not have an answer. 
For all thy questions here ; 

His motto is "Endurance,"— 
The resting place is near. 



}} 
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Thus by thy side he steppeth^ 
With words all sweet though few. 

For he thinketh on the future, 
The bright blest time in view. 




THE SONG OF SONGS. 
From Spitta. 

HERE is a song, the sweetest. 
Which ere thy heart repeatest. 
If once thou leam^st the strain. 

No man can teach the measure ; 

This song so full of treasure ; 
So deep and yet so plain. 

Of untold love it telleth, 
That earthly care dispelleth. 

As beams the mist clouds part 
Light anguish, sorrow bringeth. 
If man this sweet song singeth. 

For ever from his heart. 
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TO BESSIE. 




IKE fragrant showers in early Springs 

Descending from above; 
To thee may this new season bring 

Refreshing draughts of love. 
BeAd down and quaff the waters free ; 
The living Rock was cleft for thee. 



Por thee ; within the inner shrine^ 

A great High Priest thy Saviour stands ; 

With Love, all human, all divine, 
Bearing thy name upon His hands ; 

The daily sin that mars thy rest. 

Lay on His sympathising breast. 

Beneath the sunshine of His smile. 
Tread joyfully the unknown way ; 

Sweet promises to cheer the while. 
He'll whisper thee from day to day ; 

All faith and love He will impart, 

To strengthen and enrich thy heart. 
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THE RULER'S DAUGHTER. 




HE lay a-dying/' strange it was to see 
Death's awful shadow on a form so 
fair; 
Life laughed so joyous in her liquid eye^ 

It flowed so rampant in her weiedth of hair. 
The Ruler watches— o'er his lofty brow, 

The plough of sorrow lays its furrows deep— 
His hand he presses on his manly heart. 
The mighty gushings of its woe to keep. 



But lo 1 he hastens forth into the air— 

With eager footsteps speedeth he along, 
With eye transfixed upon a toil-worn man. 

Surrounded by a thirsting, wond'ring throng. 
And to the ear^— on which the sounds of woe. 

Ne'er fell unheeded — ^his deep grief he spread; 
While through the crowd the heavy murmur 
rolled, 

"Trouble the Master not — ^the maid is 
dead." 
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Quick^ at His touchy the wave of life rebounds^ 

The eyelids quiver — aod the azure veins 
Fill — ^then a low soft breathing greets the 
ears 

Of anxious love — ^while holy silence reigns. 
And from His presence, the *' Eternal Life/' 

Death sullen stalketh ; and the fathers' heart 
Out-throbs with gratitude's overmastering love, 

To Him whose presence did such joy impart. 



'' EIGHTEEN SIXTY-THREE/' 



IfT was a goodly tree, 
>The young winds greeted it with boisterous 
mirth; 
And thousand voices of the glad and free. 
Welcomed its birth. 



Spring sported with her flowers ; 

She wreathed her temples in its grateful shade j 
On it the droppings of her pearly showers. 
Soft music made. 
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The South wind fanned 

Each tender leaf-bud to a perfect form^ — 
And fervid summer breathed upon the land 

Her fragrance warm. 

Rich blossoms crowned 

Its sunny summits ; and the wild birds dwelt 
Amidst its dancing branches; whilst around 

Fair flowerets knelt. 



The dappled fawn^ 

The antlered stag^ the timid^ wary hare^ 
Stayed their swift course upon the dewy lawn^ 

And rested there. 



Rich Autimm came^ 

She swelled the promise into luscious fruit ; 
And from the topmost bough her breath of flame^ 

Gushed to the root. 



O'er land and sea^ 

To old and youngs the grateful blessing spread ; 
But Harvest past, the stately blooming tree, — 

Lies with the dead. 
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Youth hailed its prime^ 

And traced bright hopes upon its tender bark i 
Age, with the wisdom of the school of Time, 

Its growth did mark. 

And yet methought, 

How diverse were its offerings to each ; 
Some eager grasped, and others feebly sought 

Its fruit to reach. 

Some, 'neath their feet 

Crushed the fair blossoms in their wealth of 
gold; 
Some sported with them ; some did warmly greet 

And closely hold. 

The withered leaves 

Sigh out their history, by the cold wind tost ; 
Their wasted prime (the Future ne'er retrieves) 

For ever lost. 

Eat-th shall receive 

The young bright buddings of another year — 
But over thee we st'M must often g/ieve, 

And drop a tear. 
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Thy joys and woes. 

Woke into life, or lulled to dreamless sleep. 
Our hearts^ affections and the forms of those 

For whom we weep. 

The Tree of Life, 

Doth only by the living waters grow; 
The change with which all earthly bliss is rife. 

It cannot know. 

When time is o'er, 

May we beneath its peaceful shadows rest; 
Knowing nor thirst nor hunger evermore. 

For ever blest. 
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